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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
ME N. 


Sir ToBy TesTY, Father to Valentins and Char- 
| lot te. 
Sir Pa uLPIIAN T, Father to Beaufort, Silvia, 
and Olivia. 


VALENTINE, Sir Tebv's Son, privately mar- 
ried to Silvia. 
Wok r Rx, Valentine's Friend in Love 


with Clivia. 
Capt. BRAU FORT, Real Son to Sir Paul, in Love 
with Charlotte. 


TIMO TUV Suppoſed Son to Sir Paul. 
PE DAN T, Tutor to Timothy. 
PLoTwELL, Valentine's Man. 
SNAPSACK, Platwe'Ps Engine. 


SILVIA, Privately 


married to Valentine, ters to Sir Paul. 


OLivia, 
CHARLOTTE, Daughter to Sir Toby, 
Lucy, Silvia's Maid. 


BeTTyY, Olivia's Maid. 
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FORCE of LOVE. 
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eren 


WorTny 's Lodgings. 
WorRTHy in his Night-gown, 


Hor. Wonder Valentine comes not to his Ap- 
pointment ! How painfully the lazy Mi- 

A. nutes paſs away, when a Man's in Ex- 
pectation ! ExpeQation is the Peſt of Life in every 
Condition, The happy Man, in Expectation of 


ſome promiſed Bliſs, anticipates his Joys, and meets 


his Juno in a Cloud; the unfortunate, in Expecta- 
tion of ſome ſad Event, fits trembling at the fal- 
ling Blow, and multiplies his Miſeries: It palls 
our Pleaſures, but our Pains it doubles, 
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one Stocking on, and the other 
finiſh'd lying by on the Table; a Pinch of Snuff in 
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Enter Beaufort. 

Boou, What | at thy Soliloquies already this 
Morning, Worthy ? But I cannot blame thee, I 
was at them two Hours ago myſelf : I find by 
daily Experience, that Solitude to a Man in Love, 
is like Water to a Man in a Fever, both equally 
deſired, and equally baneful ; therefore, prithee 
follow my Example ; dreſs and abroad ; and if 
you muſt think of your Miſtreſs, do it o'er the 
ſparkling Glaſs, and never whine and pine by thy- 
ſelf thus, like a Dog in an empty Buttery. 

Wer. Why, with what Aſſurance canſt thou put 
on this Air of Gaiety? Haſt thou forgot the Fi- 
gure thou mad'ſt thyſelf the other Morning, when 
Valentine and I caught the walking up and down 
thy Chamber bare-headed, in thy Night-gown, 

. a Song half 


one Hand, and in the other, the diſtreſsſul Tale 
of Argalus and Parthenia ? 

Beau. And now I think I am even with you. 
Poor Worthy ! | pity thee with all my Heart. 
What! Is not Olivia kind? Why, thou look'ſt as 
demure and penſive, as an Old Woman at a Con- 
venticle ; and as four, and illnatur'd, as that ori- 
ginal Tub-Preacher Dizgenes, Whether you ſtand 
or walk, tis in a puny, ſighing Poſture, with your 
Arms a-croſs, like Squire Slender, in the Merry 
Wives of Windſor. Thou lookft as if thou had'ſt 
not eat this Twelve-month, and as a meagre, and 
as Chap-fall'n, as the Knight of the woful Coun- 
tenance. Thou wer't wont, when thou laugh'dft, 
to crow like a Cock, to vie in Gaiety with Sir 
Harry Wildair ; never to faſt, but preſently after 
Dinner; and if thou wer't ever melancholic. *twas 


for Want of Money. In ſhort—— Enter 
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Enter Valentine. 


ö Val. Good morrow, Gentlemen. Nay, let me 
{ not divert your Purpoſe, good Captain; I heard 
ö vou holding forth moſt powerfully, and all for 
) Ilorthy's Edification. | 7 
f Beau, I confeſs | meant it well; but he takes A 
: wholſome Advice, as moſt Sinners do, very auk- ow 
f wardly ; Pve little Hopes of him. 17 
- Mor. Dear Valentine, thou com'ſt in Time to re- 1 
: ſcue me; I was in Pain till I ſaw thee. Well! bs 
How ſtand Affairs? The Affairs of Matrimony ? 1 
t Will peaceable Politics ward off the Blow, or muſt » 
+ Rebellion be the Word ? 1 
n Val. Oh Ned! I've flown upon the Wings of iS 
1 Joy, to tell thee Fortune ſmiles, and all the Day's . 
, our Own, 3 
f Jer. Ts it poſſible? 1 
5 Val. Poflible ! I tell thee Fortune and I are Friends, # 
8 and from this Moment, I forgive her all my Tor- ** 
ments paſt. A golden Proſpect lies before me, and 'Þ 
. endleſs Scenes of raviſhing Delight riſe to my View. 1 
E All paſt and preſent is loſt in that which is to come, 175 
8 in rich Ideas of eternal Love, and mighty Joys yet 14 
75 undiſcover'd, and untaſted, in the Arms of Silvia: 7 
Our Story ſhall be Admiration and Example to 4 
1 Poſterity ; and Ages yet unborn, ſhall tell the Joys, x 
rand the Diftreſs, the Hopes, and Fears; and praiſe oy + 
4 in each the Love, and Conſtancy of Valentine and 3 
Silvia, 1 
: Wir. And Mortby and Olivia! Ha! muſt it not 7 
be fo? * 
5 Val. Oh! thine will be a flat, inſipid, matrimo- 4 
* nial Scene, confin'd to Rules and Laws; the leaſt is 
of which tranſgreſs'd, the beauteous Proſpect ceaſes, 18 
x the pretty Symetry we fo admir'd, is confus'd ; and 17 


nothing but Deformity enſues. Mor. 
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Wir. You make your Rule too general, Valentine. 
Matrimony is a Coat that fits with different Airs, 
on different Shapes: The fineſt Dreſs in the World 

. will never make the Deſorm'd beautiſul; nor the 
8 meaneſt, make the Beautiful deform'd. Matrimo- 
ny is like a well - diſpos'd Landſcape, where Woods 
and Groves appear in all the Pride of Spring: The 
limpid Streams wind here and there, and ſeem to 
murmur as they run, and every Thing combines to 
make a perfect Harmony. The lovely Paradiſe 
chears all the feather'd Choir: They ſeem enamour'd 
with their Station, and ſenſible of their happy Lot, 
hop prettily from Bough to Bough, and expreſs their 
Satisfaction in their Songs; while Lyons, Tygers, 
and the Beaſts of Prey, regardleſs of the beauteous 
Scene, inſenſible to all the Harmony of Nature, 
run growling thro' the Woods, intent alone on 
Blood and Rapine: Every Thing is not the ſame 
to every one: What I believe would make me the 
happieſt of my Sex, might poſſibly make a Wretch 
of you. 
al. But Heav'n be prais'd, the Danger is all 
over ; and I cannot but have too-great a Senſe of 
my own fortunate Deliverance, to ſtand indolent 
and careleſs on the Shore, and fee my Friend periſh | 
in the Storm that I've eſcap'd, and not do my beſt | 
to ſave him. Oh! Ned, take thy Friend's Advice, 
and avoid Matrimony ; it dulls the Edge and Ap- 
petite of Love. Confinement and Reſtraint make 
a Priſon of a Palace; and forc'd Obedience prompts 0 
an Engliſhman as naturally to rebel, as the Noiſe of . 
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a Fiddle does my Lord Tiptoe to dance. The God 
of Love has therefore wiſely choſe to rule o'er ge- 
nerous, unſuſpecting Subjects, ſuch as dare truſt i 


their Pringe without a Magna Charta for their I 
| Liberties : t 
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Liberties: He diſdains the formal Obligations of the 
Marriage Vow ; *tis a dull Clog upon his Preroga- 
tive, and looks like an Original Contract. 

Mor. Prithee ceaſe thy Railing ; it never makes 
a Convert, and I am Proof againſt Conviction any 
way. But pray, go on, and tell me what happy 


Accident has wrought this Change, and laid Foun- 


dation for al! the Happineſs you talk of. 
Val. Well! I fee good Counſel's thrown away 
upon thee ; but prithee remember, I have done the 
Part of a Friend ; and when the Yoke begins to 
call and wring, don't kick, and winch, and whine, 
and fay, you had not fair Warning giv'n you. But 
to the Purpoſe, Laſt Night the Lady Lurewell 
gave a Ball, where, according to her ſplendid 
Cuſtom, all was Magnificence and Gallantry : The 
Room of Entertiinment was adorn'd with wondrous 
Art, expreſ.'d by a thouſand various Poſies, fra- 
grant and beautiful as the firſt Spring of Paradiſe: 
The fprightly Muſic raviſh'd every Ear, and glad- 
den'd every Heart; all Things confpir'd to give a 
rich Satiety to every Senſe; and leaſt the Vigour of 
each Senſe ſhould not ſuffice for its Enjoyment, ever 
and anon the cluſter'd Grapes of Burgundy afforded 
Spirits for Refreſhment ; but fo full and fine a Com- 
pany I hardly ever faw beſore: Beauty appear'd in 
all its gay Variety, and trove to out-do itſelf. Si- 
via was there; myſelf was alſo an invited Gueſt ; 
when in the midſt of all our Mirth and Jollity, ur- 
expectedly appears my Father; and in a moſt par- 
ticular Gaiety of Temper, unknown in him be- 
fore, after, many formal Apologies for his Intru- 
fon, and Excuſcs drawn from the Occaſion, fairly 
invites all the honour'd Aſſeinbly to grace his Son 
Valentine's Wedding with Sir Paul Phant's Daugh- 
ter, as this Day, Vir. 
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Wer. How | To-day? O ſay, what Angel has 

prevented it? Or is it {till to be, and com'ſt thou 
now t'inſult me on the curs'd Occafion ? 
Val. Have Patience, if *tis poſſible, and hear me 
out. Not only my Father's Speech, and the Man- 
ner of it, but ev'n the Subject itſelf (of which be- 
fore I had not the leaſt Intimation) was ſo ſurpriſing 
to me, that of a ſudden, I ſeem'd depriv'd of Lite 
and Motion, and I believe was the Jeſt of the Com- 
pany for my Pains; but all were ſoon ſurpriz'd 
for hearing what had paſt, poor Silvia ſwooned : 
Judge then the Hurry and Confuſion of my Soul; 
careleſs of my Father's Preſence, and of the hun- 
dred Eyes that gaz'd and wondred at the Scene; 
thoughtleſs of every Thing but Love and Silvia, 
I ran and caught her in my Arms, and cry'd, my 
charming Silvia! Oh! whither would thy fearful 
Spirits fly? Revive and bleſs me, or I periſh too, 
With much ado ſhe was recover'd, when I took 
Leave of the Company, waited on her Home, and 
left the old Man to go his Way, and chew the Cud 
by himſelf. ' t 

Mor. You've ſeen him fince, I preſume. 

Val. No: Though I have neither purpoſely a- 
voided, nor ſought him, Fortune has not yet flung 
me in his Way, | 

Mor. How know you then that this Accident 
has had the good Effect you boaſt of? 

Val. Oh! very well; you may be ſure that Goſ- 
ſip Fame was very induſtrious in her Calling upon 
this Occaſion ; beſides, my Lady Tattle was there 
and ſaw it all, who, I hear, immediately made ſome 
Pretence of leaving the Company, and ſo tir'd her 
Coach- horſes before ſhe could finiſh her Buſineſs, 
that they had much ado to draw her Home. Amorg 
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the Reſt of her Acquaintance, ſhe made a Viſit to 
Sir Paul himſelf; and this Morning, as my Man 
Plotwell tells me, he has made my Father an early 
Viſit ; ſeem'd as full of ponderous Cogitation, deep 
Concern, and wondrous Perturbation of Mind, as 
if the Turks had raviſh'd the Lady of Loretto, and 
Stocks in Exchange- Alley had fallen 10 per Cent. 
upon the News ; and after ſome ſhort Diſcourſe, 
wherein warm Words were over-heard, he went 
his Way, and preſently a W hiſper run thro? all the 
Family that the Match was quite broke off; and 
now I hope you are of the ſame Opinion. 

Mor. ] wiſh it may prove ſo; but methinks all 
the Towers of Joy, and Caſtles of Aſſurance you 
bave built, have their Foundation only in Probability. 

Val. Prithee what's the Matter with thee to-day, - 
that thou art ſo much upon croſs Purpoſes? Thou 
wilt neither follow good Advice, nor believe good 
News. However, a Turn tow'rds Sir Paul's will 
give you full Satisfaction. 

Nor. No, thou know'ſt I dare not be ſeen there 
myſelf ; but your Man Pl/2twell may have free Ac- 
ceſs, and unſuſpected ſift out the Truth of all. 

Val. Agreed. But I have News for you Cap- 
tain, not altogether ſo welcome, | 

Beau, That Charlotte frowns ? That the dear 
charming Maid's inſenſible of Love, careleſs of all 
my Pains, and deaf to all my Prayers? I know it 
well, you can have nothing worſe to tell me. 

Val. That's more than you know ; at leaſt me- 
thinks you might have Patience to hear whether I 
have or no. 

Beau. Oh! I have worn her cruel Fetters long; 
unpitied ſigh'd, and told my Sufferings to a relent- 
les Heart; can any Thing be worſe than this? 
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Val. You ſhall judge: Sir Paul has receiv'd Ad- 
vice of his Son Timothy's Arrival from Holland, and 
him in Town this Morning. You know 
the Old Man's Deſign of matching him to my 
Siſter, as ſoon as he arrives, which in all Probabili- 
ty they Il put in Execution notwithſtanding my Match 
is broke off: Therefore now you're aware of the 
Danger, you had beſt endeavour to prevent a Sur- 
prize. 
Beau. I thank you for the Advice with all my 
Heart; but what can I do of myſelf? Oh! could 
I hope | E 
Val. Ha, ha, he! poor Beaufort, you are a fine 
Maſter indeed, to correct in Worthy what wants the 
But, Faith, you 


Failings ; and yet Nobody more apt to find fault 
with you than yourſelves are with one another, 

Beau. Prithee, what would'ſt thou have me do? 

Val. Do? why carry on the Siege like a Soldier ; 
thou canſt not expect the Town ſhould ſurrender 
upon the firſt Summons. Methinks, Captain, you 
ſhould underſtand theſe Things better ; they are re- 
gular Approaches and Batteries, Mines and Coun- 
termines, Conduct an Courage, requiſite in Love, 
as well as War; an humble, awful, obſcquious 
Diſtance neer will do: Come, come, follow my 
Advice, and PII warrant you we'll thaw this frozen 
Fair, But in the mean Time ſomething muſt be: 
done to prevent the impending Danger of Sir Paul's 
Son. 

Beau. Where's your Man Plotibell, Valentine ? 
That's a ſhrewd intriguing Varlet, and might be 
ſerviceable in this Buſineſs. 

Vat. I'll fend him to you, he's at- both your Ser- 


vices, Gentlemen. Bear 
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Beau. and Wor. We thank you Sir, 

Val. In the mean Time I'm engag'd to make poor 
Silvia a Viſit, Adieu, Gentlemen, 

Mor. Farewel. 

Beau. Fortune aſſiſt us all. 


Sc RENE Sir Toby's Houſe. 


| Enter Sir Toby alone. 

Sir To, 4 what a ſly young Dog is his Son 
of mine, to keep a Whore all this while and nobody 
ver miſtruſt any Thing of the Matter ! And what 

a fine Kettle of Fiſh he has made of it. Here's all 
ntwiſted! Old Pliant in a Huff, the Match broke 
oft, my Wedding-Gueſts to be diſappointed, and 
yſelf to be pointed at for an old Fool into the Bar- 
ain, But if I don't fit him, ſay my Name's not 
oby ; Il find out Ways ſhall cool his Courage as 
ell as Matrimony, PI warrant him. 
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nter Plotwell, Sir Toby and he nat ſeeing one another. 


Plat. Now if this ſhould be but a Feint of the 
dd Fellow's: | 
Sir Te. If I ſhould now inconſiderately fall foul 
n him about this Buſineſs, I know the Rogue will 
ave a hundred Evaſions ready to excuſe him{if, 
nd lay the Blame upon Sir Paul's cauſeleſs Jealouſy, 
nd the like. But let me ſee | 
Plot. To ſufter ſuch a Belief to ſpread, as if the 
latch was broke off, ſo to lead my Maſter into a 
ool's Paradiſe, and then trap him like a Woodcock, 
fore he knows where he is, or can lay any Plot to 
dermine him. 
Sir To, What if I ſhoul:l diſguife the Matter a 
ttle, and carry Things on ſtill as if the Wedding 
ent forward? Then when the Dog thinks au's in 
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earneſt, ſees himſelf driven to the laſt Puth, and 
that Shifts will no longer ſave him; then I fay, if 
he ſhould ſneak,” and refuſe to commit Matrimony 
at laſt, (as I take it for granted he will, by what ! 
heard him ſay to my Lady in her Fits laſt Night) 
the Fault will lie all at his own Door; and then I'll 
teach him a Love-lefſon with a Horſe-pox to him. 

Plot. He's a cunning old Sophiſter, Faith.— 

Sir To. I heard Sir Paul's Son Tim is come home 
too: He has no Reaſon to fly from that Bargain, 
tho* he may from this. But now TI think on't, 


rather than fail, I'll ſettle all my Eſtate upon Sir 


Paul's Son Tim with my Daughter, and be reveng'd 
upon my ungracious Dog that Way. 

Plot. A damn'd, long-headed, old Fellow !— 

Sir To. But hold, here's my Rogue's Rogue,— 
he's hatching no Good I'll be ſworn. You, Sir- 
Tah. — (To Plat. 

Plot. Afide.) Talk of the Devil and his Horns 
appear. Slife] the old Fellow's upon me before 1 
was aware of him, 

Sir To. Plotwell ! 

Plot. Holo! Who are you? (Pretending not tt 


know him. 

Sir To. Come hither, Sirrah. 

Plat. What would the old Prig have? 

Sir To. What's that you mutter ? 

Plot. About what, Sir? 

Sir To. What! Your Rogueſhip knows nothing 
of the Matter now, I warrant you. —My Son keeps 
a Whore, and the Town rings on't. 

Plat. The Town's mighty well employ'd, Faith. 

Sir To, Do you mind what I ſay, or not, Sirrah! 

Plot. Oh! every Word Sir. | 


Sir 


ir 
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Sir To. ironically.) But now to pry buſily into 
theſe weighty Secrets and Intrigues, will look rigid 
and impertinent in a Father.— What's paſt I ſhall 
forget ; for the Truth on't is, I have giv'n Way to 
his Youth, let him indulge his Extravagancies, and 
ſow his wild Oats without Controul : But *tis high 
time now for him to put on graver Airs, and pur- 
ſue more ſolid and ſubſtantial Pleaſures ; therefore 
I beg the Favour of you, good Mr Platwell, ſince 
I know no fitter Man in the World for the Buſineſs, 
that you'll pleaſe to uſe your Intereſt, and perſuade 
him to take up and reform. 

Plot. My ſhallow Noddle, Sir, can't compre- 
hend the Drift of all this. 

Sir To. I know theſe roving, wenching Fellows, 
have more Qualms at the Sound of Matrimony, 
than an old Puritan at the Hum of an Organ, or 
Sight of a Chri/tmas-Pye. 

Plot. So People fay indeed. 

Sir To. And as Rogues moſt commonly are their 
Privy-counſellors, ſo they moſt commonly take Ad- 
vantage of their blind Sides. 

Plot. Faith, Sir, I'm ſtill in the Dark. 

Sir To. In the Dark, ha! 

Plot. Aye, Dark, Sir; I am plain, downright, 
honeſt Tom Plotwell, for my Part, and don't under- 
_ our Worſhip's figurative Way of ſpeaking, 
not ik 

Sir To, What then, nothing but plain Engliſh 
will penetrate your Numſcul, ha? | 

Plat. Nothing elſe Sir, indeed. 

Sir To, Why then, hear me, Sirrah: If Icatch 
pu_ politic Brains at work To-day, or makirg the 
eaſt Attempt tow'rds defeating my Deſigns, and 
diſappointing my Son's Wedding, you ſhall find to 
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your Coſt, that ye are making a Laſh for your 
own Back.” Bridetbell ſhall be your Portion; 
there beat Hemp, and be hang'd; and if ever thou 
-com'ft out but to be hang'd, I'll beat Hemp, and 
hang for you. Is this plain Engliſb Sir? Is your 
weak-Capacity able to comprehend the Meaning of 
this , ER 
Plot. Fair and ſoftly goes far, Sir; threatned 
"Folks live16ng, - | | "#7 
Sir To, Rogue, do you jeer me too? But take 
fair Warning, and keep your Neck out of the Col- 
lar; for if 1 catch it in the Nooſe, I'll make thee 
an Example to all the politic, pimping, pick-thank 
Rogues in the Kingdom, you Dog, you | 
(Exit Sir Toby. 
Plat. ſolus.) Why faith, my very good Friend 
Platwell, thou muſt look out ſharp, and behave 
thyſelf like a fage, politic Varlet; for hang me, 
but the Old Put's in carneſt; all our Caſtles are 
built in the Air, and Matrimony is the Word at laſt ; I 
and if Ican't outwit him, either I ſhall be hang'd, 
or my young Maſter married, and that (God knows) 
will be the utter undoing of one of us. I'm in a 
deviliſh Quandary, methinks, whether I had beſt 
plot for the Son, or wheedle in with the Father. 
"Tis bad either Way: If I forſake my Maſter Va- 
lentine, and he in Grief of Heart ſhou'd truſs him- 
ſelf up, and I ſhould find him like a romantic and 
deſpairing Lover, pendant on a Willow, by a pur]- 
ing Stream, his Death will moſt certainly lie at 
Door; and if I am catch'd in his Intereſt, the old 
Gentleman will be as good as his Word, and fo I 
ſhall be acceſſary to my on; and *twill be a plaguy 
hard Matter to bubble him. But then again, my 
Hcnour forbids that I ſhould forſake my Maſter in 


his 
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his Diſtreſs, Well then, I am reſolv'd it never 


ſhall be ſaid, but that Plorwell is a Man of Honour, 


and in Spite of Bridewell, the Gallows, old Toby 
and all, my Maſter Valentine ſhall find me found 
and true-hearted to the laſt, Let me ſee.— Then, 
here has my wiſe Maſter, by the irreſiſtible Force 
of his natural Parts, begotten a chopping Boy up- 
on the Body of Mrs Silvia; if this ſhould come to 
the old Man's Ears 'twould make fine Work indeed. 
But upon ſecond Thoughts, I don't know but 
ſomething may be made ey'n of this to our Advan- 
tage, if ] can perſuade 'em to leave Matters to my 


prudent Management. But firſt and foremoſt, I'll. 


e' en purſue my Deſign of viſiting Sir Paul, and ſpy 
how the Land lies there; I'll find out the Truth and 
Bottom of all the Secret, I warrant *em, (Exit Plot. 


SCENE Silvia's Lodgings.. 


Enter Valentine, Silvia, and Maid, 

Val. Now, Silvia, I have told thee all, and now 
I hope thou'rt ſatisfied. 

Silv. Yet ſtill methinks I fear and tremble, and 
dare not truſt my Fortune, | 

Val. Oh, ceaſe, my Silvia]! thy unkind Complain- 
ings ; let Love's Goddeſs with all her Tran of 
Charms and Graces dance in thy Eyes, and triumph 
in thy Heart ; all vain and groundleſs are thy Fears; 
let not a gloomy Thought o'er-cloud the Morning 


of our Joys, that .dawns ſo gall on us; wipe all 


theſe Drops of Sorrow from thy Eyes, and let em 
look ſprightly and piercing; an when ] ſaw thee firſt 
when as I oft by Stealth would viſit thee in thy re- 
ligious Cell, they ſhot their Beams ev'n thro” the 
Hours of Night, and filently informed me that thy 
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Heart was mine; that all thy Joys, thy Thoughts, 
the utmoſt Wiſhes of thy Soul, and ev'n thy Re- 
ligion too, were all compriz'd in Love and Valen- 
tine, 
Silv. Oh, Valentine! I could for-ever hear thee 
talk, for-ever feaſt my Thoughts on the dear Hours 
we've paſt together, on all the kind Diſcourſe, on 
all the ſweet Variety of ſoft Endearments, with 
which we have oft beguil'd the tedious Hours away. 
But why do I call *em tedious, ungrateful as I am 
to Love and thee? Time ſtill was on the Wing, 
and flew too faſt ; whole Nights ſeem'd Moments 
while you talk'd of Love. Pardon me then /alen- 
tine, if when my timorous Soul has been alarm'd 
with Apprehenſions that all the Summer of our Love 
is paſt, that we mult ſtruggle with our adverſe Fate, 
and ſtand the Shock of a relentleſs Father's Frowns ; 
that, when I'm conſcious to myſelf of being the 
wretched Cauſe of all this Ruin, my Senſes ſicken 
at the Thought, my Frame's diſſolved, and all the 


Powers of my trembling Soul confounded. 
Val. Kind Silvia ! I cannot bear to hear this from 


thee: By Heaven! it is too much, 'tis all a need- 


leſs Scene of Melancholy, anticipated Sorrow; re- 
lieve thy Eyes with a more pleaſing Proſpect, look 
back on all our thouſand happy Moments paſt, and 
forward one ten thouſand Joys to come: Think on 
the happy Hour wherein the Prieſt perform'd the 
Sacred Rites; when at the Altar our kind Hands 
were join'd, and ſwore eternal Conſtany and mu- 
tual Love: My Heart ſeems cheer'd with the dear 


Secret. 


Silu. There ſprung the Mine that ſhocks = 
zuiet! Miſtake me not, dear Valentine, nor thin 


I am inſenſible of all the Joys I owe to that bleſs'd 
Hour, 
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Hour, but tis a Secret, (Did you not 
ſay a Secret?) which if preſerv'd, your Father may 
think all he has diſcover'd but a youthful Sally, may 
pardon it, and we be happy ſtill; for all my 
Thoughts ſo center in thyſelf, that I'm regardleſs of 
the empty Prattle of cenſorious Tongues, in my 
oven Innocence ſecure ; but if betrayed, we're loſt. 

Val. It neer can be betrayed ; theſe Lips have 

ever lock'd it faſt, kept it in Reſerve, a private 
Store of inexhauſted Comfort to entertain my fickly 
Thoughts when I am abſent from thee. I do con- 
jure thee then by that important Secret, by that 
pretty, ſmiling, infant Pledge of Love between us, 
ſweet as his Mother's ſelf ; by every Tye I do con- 
jure thee, Silvia, ceaſe all thy Scruples, and diſpel 
thy Fears. | 

Silv. Thy Tongue can charm amidſt a thouſand 
Sorrows, and thy Arms have Shelter in a Sea of 
Dangers. | 

Val. Doubt it not, Silvia. 

Silv. I cannot doubt it. 

Val. Then tor this T ime, farewel, while I go 
fling myſelf .in my Father's Way, face him, and 
ſee how temperately he bears his Diſappointment. 

Silu. Adieu! remember Silvia. 

(Exit Valentine. 

S.lv. to Lucy. Oh Lucy! Is he not all engaging ? 
is he not all over Charms? his Tongue all Muſick, 
and his Eyes all Love? was I to blame to love him? 

- Lucy. Indeed, Madam, I can eaſily acquit you of 
ir all Blame. 

Silv, Yet I have been to blame, to blame to 

7 liſten to his charming Voice: As ſafely ſure I might 

have hearkened to the falſe Hyena's Moan, or heard 
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the Syren ſing; but oh! 'tis paſt. Nor ſhall I ever 
ceaſe while Life ſhall laſt, to doat upon the Tem- 
per that undid me; ſtill love the Spoiler, yet be- 
wail the Ruin.  (Weeps, 
Lucy. Madam, I've often ſeen you ſorrowful, and 
weep for your Misfortunes, but never (fave in bro- 
ken Parts) have heard their Cauſe ; may I be ſo bold 

to ask the Story of your Griefs? | 
Silv. Yes, Lucy, thou ſhalt know it all. Tis 
fome Alleviation to a Wretch's Burthen to tell his 
mournful Story to a compaſſionate and faithful 
Friend, who will fit attentive by, hearken to his 
Tale, and ſooth his Pains with Pity.—You muſt 
know then, that the miſerable Silvia is Daughter 
to the Chevalier de Bourecu, a Knight of France, 
the once happy Lord of fair Demeaſnes, within the 
Province of Languedoc, who, ('tisnow fiſteen Sum- 
mers paſt) having the Misfortune in a Quarrel to 
kill a Nobleman of that Kingdom, was forc d to 
fly to fave his Life, leaving his large Eſtate and 
Fortunes a Forfeit to the Law. My Mother died 
immediately with Grief. I had a Brother and a 
Siſter, whom my Father carried with him, the 
Companions of his Flight; whither, Heaven knows, 
for I have neither ſeen or heard of either ſince: 
Myſelf he Jeft to the Diſpoſal of an Uncle, who 
provided for me in a religious Houſe, There Ja- 
lentine being on his Travels, firſt ſaw, and ſaid he 
- lov'd me] ſome unſeen Power then firſt taught me 
to love, and oft by Stealth he was admitted, and 
the filent Night was Witneſs to our Vows ; and 
Oh!] let the bright Moon and all the glorious Train 
of Stars repeat the harmonious Sounds that charm'd 
my Ears, to be match'd only by the Muſic of 
their Spheres ; or let the Charmer's ſelf relate = 
: | 5 
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Tale. No earthly Tongue but Valentine's can tell the 
Charms of Valentine. But Oh! it ruin'd me; 
took all my Senſes captive, and drew my Thoughts 
from Heaven to taſte of worldly Joys: And thus 
by his Perſuaſions, I contriv'd the Means. for my 
Eſcape from the Monaſtery, and fled hither with 
him: The Reft thou knoweſt already. 

Lucy. Your Fortune, Madam, 1s adventurous 
and ſtrange, but not methinks to be lamented, ſince 
all good Qualities that can enrich the Nuptial Tye, 
all that can grace a Man, or can endear a Husband, 
and make him worthy of a Woman's Love, do meet 
in Valentine. 

Silv. Oh! thou miſtak'ſt myMeaninz, Lucy; far, 
bet from me to blame the guiltleſs Valentine, the 
Guilt is all my own, and *twere but juſt, that I alone 
ſhould pay the Forfeit to offended Heaven ; but alas! 
my melancholy Hours ſuggeſt a thouſand diſmal Ap- 
prehenſions; Misfortunes ſeem to preſs upon me like 
divine Vengeance for my broken Vows of Chaſtity ; 
and like a ſiinking Wretch, I hold faſt Valentine, and 
draw him too into the fatal Gulph. 

Lucy. Indeed, Madam, methinks you indulge 
Grief too much, nay, Grief imaginary too; you feel 
all the Pain e're the Blow be ſtruck. 


So when by Tempefls Mariners are toſt, 

Deſpair's in every Face, and all ſeems I:/t; 

But watchful Providence at laſt appears, 

And ſafe to Port the lab'ring Veſſel fleers. 

The frighted Crew view trembling from the Shore 
Their Dangers paſt, and bear the Billows rear ; 

And when the Storm is oer, and calm the Main, 

Vet ſcarce dare venture out, or truſt ber Smiles again 


The End of the firſt Af, 
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II. 


Beaufort, Plotwell. 


Beau. FT LIKE thy Scheme well, Pltwel!; but haſt 
I thou inſtructed Snapſact in his Part? Is 
he perfect? 

Plot. I'll warrant you Sir, let me alone for that: 
Pve giv'n him his Inſtructions, and he's by this 
Time at his Poſt by the Water-ſide, waiting for 
their landing. 

Beau. Tis well: Succeſs attend thee, 

(Exit Beaufort. 

Plot. Faith, Pletwell, thou art all of à ſudden 
become a Man of great Bufineſs, I find myſelf a 
Man of mighty Conſequence among my Acquain- 
tance: Were it not for me now, what a Number 
of fine Gentlemen and Ladies would be loſt ? Loſt 
beyond the Cure' of Champaigne and Hartſhorn, 
Were it not for me, ths gay Captain, Mr Worthy, 
and my Maſter, muſt quickly take up their Lodg- 
ings either at the South-ſide of Moor- fields, or Ken- 
ſnoton Gravel- pits ; Mrs Silvia muſt either turn 
Nun again, or die of the Vapours; Mrs Charlotte 
nd Olivia turn Whores, or die of the Pip. Pleſs 
me ! Sure 'm born to be a great Man, ——But no 
more, Time's precious, 


SCENE 
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Pedant and Timothy juſt landed, watch'd at a Di- 
Nance by Snapſack. 
Ped. Happy be lucky, as the old S iying is, 


Thus are we landed on the welcome Shore. 
o ſtick cloſe to my old Friend Dryden's Skirts, 
a moſt incomparable Poet, whom I've a World of 
Reſpect for. Well! Mr Timothy, but how do you 
like your Voyage? What think you of the Sea 
Is now? 

Tim. Why, Tutor, I have been ruminating and 
at: ruminating upon the Nature of the Sea, and all to 
this no Purpoſe. However, I here excommunicate it 
for by Bell, Book and Candle; for the Devil a bit 

will I ever have to do with it again ; it quite ruins 
us Men of Parts to all Intents and Purpoſes. The 
ort. Deuce a Joke cou'd this prolific Brain of mine 
Jen MW furniſh me with all the Storm. But at Land I 
fal uſed to have 'em at my Tongue's End, whether I 
in- would or no: Why, never ſtir, but I was dubbed 
ber Joke-Maſter General of Rotterdam. 
oft Ped, Well, chear up Child, however: You ſee, 
rn. after a Storm comes a Calm: And we may ſay 
hy, with the Poet, 
g- Tro various Hazards and Events we move, 
en- To Latium, and the Realms foredoom'd by Jove. 
"oF With ſeveral other wiſe Sayings of the Antients 
to the ſame Purpoſe. 
eſs Tim. Ay, thoſe Antients were a wiſe Nation: 
n But I proteſt, Tutor, I can't put the Storm out of 


my Head; I was never afraid of any thing ſo 


much in my Life, as that I ſhould have been toſt 


up to the Skies before my Time. 


L Ped. 
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Ped. Ay — To Heav'n alot on ridgy Waves we rod: 
as the Poet hath it again. 

Snapſack .comes forward. 

Snap. Gentlemen, an old Acquaintance of your; 
meaning myſelf, welcomes you home to Old E 
gland, and is heartily glad to ſee you here again: 

live and well. Perhaps, Gentlemen, you may ne 
ſo perfectly remember me in this Habit of a Soldier 

Tim. You are not much miſtaken, Friend, 
believe. 6 

Ped. That is to ſay, Rem acu tetigi/ti, as t 
Saying is. 

Snap. But I remember you very well, and eve 
ſhall ; I have been mighty intimate with Sir Pai 
Pliant, your Father, ever ſince he was fo kind 
to let me lodge in his Houſe after I came fro: 
Travel. 

Ped. Why reallySir, you have an admirable goo 
Memory: You have learnt the Art, I believe, whic 
by Ciceros Teſtimony, Simonides was ſo well ver( 
in. . 

Tim. I proteſt I know no more of this Felloy 
than of the Man in the Moon; but 'egad Þ1I ban 

ter him, to get my Hand in a little before 1 « 
home, that my Father may ſee how I have in 
proved my Wit in my Travels—Harx'ye Frienc 
What are your Clothes gone a travelling too ? H 
ha, be wa 

Snap. I am but juſt arriv'd from the Camp | 
foie Pelgrade ; I han't had Time to change them 
for as ſoon as ever I had upon my Return p: 
my Reſpects to your good Father, and underſto: 
frem him that you were hourly expected, I cou 
nat teſt till I ſaw you, and waited acre for yo! 
Land.ng accordingly. + 
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Tim. Really, your Clothes are but in a ragged 
Condition : What did they run away from their 
Colours? Did they ſhew a Back for't? Your Back 


I mean, Friend. 


Snap. Oh! Sir, I'm heartily glad _ con- 
deſcend to make ſo free with me. It's a very 
good Jeſt indeed, Sir; ha ! ha!ha! I ſee you han't 
loſt your old Talent. 

Tim. Oh ! ho; I find he's acquainted with my 
Parts of old; egad I like him mightily, and won't 
be arch upon him any longer, ſo I won't, But a 
very good Jeſt *faith that of mine. Did they ſhew 
a Back for't, quoth I.—I won't write it down 
before a Stranger, but I'll remember it by and by. 

Snap. Thele Slaſhes, that you ſee Gentlemen, 
were all done by the Point of the Sword. My 
Hat likewiſe, ſee what Havock the battering Rams 
have made in't. Don't I offend you with the Smell 
of Gunpowder, . 

Ped. Oh! not at all Sir. Now have I quite 
and clean forgot this Gentleman; I'm aſham'd I 
ſhould be ſo forgetful of an old Acquaintance : How- 
ever, that he ſhan't think me proud, I'll pretend 
as if I knew him. —I don't know what to think of 
it, —But Amicus certus in re incertd cernitur, —My 
good old Friend, I'm glad to ſee you; welcome 
from the rough Muſic of the Wars.—I hope you'll 
excuſe me if Time had in ſome Meaſure effac'd 
your Memory. Tempus edax rerum, -as the Saying is, 

Snap. I find the old Fools as good at ſcraping an 
Acquaintance as I am, ( Ade. 

Tim. But do you know him indeed, Tutor ? 


let me know his Name pray ? 


Ped. His Name! Oh ay! why his Name is— 


it is, apize on*t! *tis-juit at my Tongue's End. 
Snap. My Name is Snapſact, Sir, Ped. 
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Ped. Right, ay, fo it is; but 'tis very ſtrange 


that we ſhould forget Things that we know as well 


as our own Faces. | 

Snap, Well, Gentlemen, 'tis impoſſible for me 
to part with you, till we've all reviv'd our Memo- 
ries with a Glaſs. 2 

Tim. Wich all my Heart, Faith ! T long me- 
thinks for a cheering Cup, after this damn'd fa- 
tiguing Voyage of mine; my Brandy was all out 
before we had faiPd half Way. 

Ped. It will not be amiſs; Wine enlivens our 
Parts; and after that, I'll make a Copy of Verſes 
upon the Storm. | 

Tim. Tutor, I'm afraid, if you make Verſes 
after drinking pretty ſmartly, you'll find a want of 
Feet; you know what I mean by Feet, Tutor; 


ha! ha! he! very well, I vow. I love myſelf 
moſt exorbitantly for that Witiciſm. *Egad, I'm 
reſolv'd J will ſet that Joke down in my Book, if 


*twere before an hundred Strangers. (Writes. 
Snap. There is a Gentleman, a Friend of mine, 
hard by, whoſe Cellar is always (I thank him) at 

my Service; there if you pleaſe I] introduce ye. 
Ped. With all my Heart; let's begone then. 7 
fre, ſequar. Lead the Way Sir, I'll follow you. 
(Exeunt. 


Scene, Sir Paul Pliant's, Olivia's Chamber. 
Olivia, Charlotte. 


Char. As J was faying, I think my Olivia will 


pardon my chearful earing the Diſappointment of 
becoming Siſter to my Friend; when ſhe conſiders 


how ſtrong a Proof it is how much I value her | 


Happineſs before my own. 


Oliv. 
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Oliv. My deareſt Charlotte, thou wer't always 
kind, nor art thou now to learn how to forgive 


Frailties of thy Friend; for well thou know'ſt my 


Heart, and every ſecret Dictate of my Soul. 
need ſay no more,— But ſure the Name of Siſter 
never could improve my Love to you. 


Char. Well, well, my Dear, never think or 


talk more of the Matter ; all is, as we would have 
it, nay, beyond Expectation ſo ; but give me leave 
to fay, that, for my Brother's Sake, I wiſh ſome 
leſs ſevere Degree of Purgatory, ſome milder, ſofter 
Cicrcumſtanes had pav'd the Way to Happineſs. 
Oliv. You're in the right; nay, I proteſt that 
I myſelf, in the midſt of all my good Fortune, have 
ſome ſecret Reſerve (I think) of Sorrow; Pm ſure, 
at leaſt, 'tis Pity for unhappy Silvia. Oh Char 
bite ! Sure it muſt be miſerable to be fo ex- 
poſed |— 

Char. Oh! name it not, intolerable ! 

Oliv. Then muſt ſhe be the Talk of every Com- 
pany that ever heard the Name of Silvia; ſhe 
muſt bear the Rebukes of the Grave. 

Char. The Mirth of the Gay. 

Oliv. The Flouts of the Prude. 

Char, The Giggle of the Coquet. 

Oliv. The Impertinence of the Wits. 

Char, Scorn'd by the Men, and abandon'd hy 
the Women. 

Oliv. Star'd at by the Fools; and, which is 
worſt of ai], pity'd by the Wiſe.—Oh! what Wo- 
man can ſurvive the Trial? Live to be pity'd! Oh 
the Reflection it produces in the Soul] to hear *em 
tell how preity Silvia was, recount her Beauty, 
Youth, each Charm, and every Grace ; but give 
a Shrug at laſt, and cry what Pity 'tis ſhe was a— 
Char, 
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Char. Oh! fye my Dear; name not the odious 
Word, | i 

Oliv, A Word, in my Opinion, not always ap- 
ply'd to proper Objects: The World is grown hy- 
pocritical, ill-natur'd and cenſorious; and I am 
griev'd to ſee how joyfully we catch at every Op- 
portunity to undo each other.—The formal ſanc- 
tify'd Lady, that won't be ſeen out of her Place at 
Chapel one Day for fifty Pounds, yet ſeldom fails 
to meet a private Friend in the Way Home, to 
make Amends for the Neglect of a lazy Husband ; 
how greedily I ſay will this Hypocrite take Advan- 
tage of the unwary, undeſigning, generous Lover's 
Frailty, and call Whore as devoutly as ſhe ſings 
Pſalms ? 

Char. Your Refletion's juſt ; but enough of 
this; let poor Silvia and her Lama: reſt. How 
ſtand Affairs with J/orthy? I have fifty Queſtions 
to ask, and as many Secrets to impart. 

Oliv. E'en as they did; I have long ſince own'd 
his Conqueſt, and nothing but Opportunity is want- 
ing to make us one. 

Char. Pretty Turtles! ha! ha! ha! 

Oliv. Thou art a giddy Girl; but I muſt own 
I ſcorn the little Arts, the affected empty Levities, 
ſo many of our Sex are fond of; methinks they 
are below the Dignity of human Nature, the're all 
Hypocriſy, and poor Diſguiſes; there is no more 
Mean between my Approbation and Averſion, and 

why ſhould either be diſſembled ? 


Cpbar. Oh hideous ! I would not have Morth Wir 
hear thee for the World. Believe me, my Olivia, th 
the Men are baſe and fickle, and muſt be dealt with WH; 
at their own Weapons; the moſt humble, loving, 


- conſtant Creatures upon Earth, if we can keep our 
88 Diſtance; 


iſtance; but if we give em Power o'er us, Oh! 
o the Tyrants lord it, inſult our Weakneſs, 
and defpiſe their Conqueſt. | 


p- Oliv. Oh! Charlotte, Charlotte, to theſe Poli- 
Y- Mics, by which you would prevent, we owe thoſe 
um WGrievances you ſo complain of; we by our miſ- 
p- M:ken Conduct teach Mankind Ingratitude, provoke 


c- Mem to be falſe, and blame 'em then for being ſo, 
at Nome, come, my Dear, let me adviſe you to quit 
heſe falſe Notions, and let you and I reform the 
ex. 
Char. And would you then put off all Pride, 
hat glorious Bulwark of a Woman's Honour, 
T's Wand expoſe the Weakneſs of our Sex to the Imper- 
inence of the Fops, and Triumphs of the Libertine ? 
Oliv. No; but I'd be diſcreetly proud; diſtinguiſh 


ard Fops with filly Coquetries, but in a Moment 
daſh their Hopes; and when the Man of Honour, 
Senſe and Conſtancy, ſuch as deſerv'd Regard, ap- 
pear'd and own'd his generous Paſſion, not play 
my little Artifices till I loſt his Heart, or taught 
It to degenerate from its native Candour, but meet 
his Love with Genoroſity equal to his own, 
Char, Fye | fye! this is all romantic. 
Oliv. Thou can'ſt not bear to hear thy darling 
Follies blam'd ; what a long Fairy's Dance haſt 
hou led poor Beaufort? And yet I know thou 
lov'ſt him; I wonder he can bear it; how can you 
und be ſo unjuſt to him, to Love, and to yourſelf? 
Char, Well, no more of the dull Subject now; 
thy Hie your Tea be ready, let's in, and there, if I'm in 
10, the Humour, I'll confeſs all the Secrets of my 
ith Heart. | X 
2 Oliv. With all my Heart, (Exeunt, 
26 SCENE 


” 
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Merit from its Foil; not ſooth the Vanity of for- 
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fack, here's my humble Service to you. (Drinks, 


66 he Pezjur'd DE vor zx: Or, 
SCENE Sir Toby's. 


Pedant, Tim. Snapſack, Plotwell in the Pantry 
drinking, 

Tim. Well, in ſhort, it was a terrible Storm as 

ever I was in in my Life ; I ſhall never forget it as 

long as I live; I am ſure, I ſhall evermore have an 

Averſion to Water, and ſo, my good Friend Snap- 


Plot. This Story of the Storm gives me a good 
Hint, and I ſhall put my Project in Execution pre- 
ſently. | 

Pedant walks about, ſcanning Verſes on his Fingers, 

Tim, My poorTutor and I thought never to have 
ſeen dry Land again; fo we both pray'd, and con- 
feſſ'd all our Sins to one another; but between you 
and I, my Tutor has been a fad wicked Dog in his 
Time, | 

Ped. Come, fill the Glaſs about, Gentlemen; 
methinks *tis ſpirituous and edifying. - : 

Snap My humble Service to you, Sir. 

Ped. I thank you Sir, with all my Heart ; fill 
me a Bumper. 

Plot. Come, Gentlemen, t'other Bumper, and 
PII give you a Song. 

Plotwell fings. 

Tim. Very fine indeed! *egad, I think I begin to 
be bouzy. Come, my good Friends, one Bumper 
to your Healths, and then I'll go and ſurprize the 
old Knight my Father with my Wit. (Drinks, 

Timothy endeavours to imitate Plotwell's Song, 

| and falls aſleep into a Chair. 

. Ha ! Timothy ! 

th gentle Seep, with /o re eix d. 
T by drowſed — Ce Ae, 9 

at, 


il 


et 


hi 
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Plot. Mind your Cue, Snapſack. - 
Ped. By Jupiter Ammon, my Pupil here has 
iT) ade his Exit What will the old Knight ſay to 
Js when we come Home? 
Snap. Come, come Sir, never fear; he only 
ints a little Reſt after his Fatigue; he'll wake 
gain by that Time we have taken Yother Bumper, 
Ped. With all my Heart, 


Arms and the Man I ſing; who forc'd by Fate. El. 
And haughty Juno's unrelenting Hate. | 8 


ri. Fill about, fill about. 


n- ExpelPd and exilid, left the Trojan Shore. 7 
ou Long Labours both by Sea and Land he bore, W: 


Ah! noble Virgil! charming Dryden! Give me a 
U umper. I 
Arms and the Man T fing—( Drinks and falls aſleep. 
Plot. Now, now is the Time; pull off that Coat 
f thine, Snapſack ; they willjnever know thee again 
n thy Waiſtcoat. 80 now begin. 


Plotwell and Snapſack make a bellowing, 
Heaven have Mercy on us! wnat a Storm is here! 


Oh! Oh! Gentlemen, wake and to Prayers. 


Pedant and Timothy wake in a Fright. 

Jim. Oh Lord! a Storm] aStorm! Pray, Tutor, 

et us to Prayers. 7 
Ped. A Storm, ſay you? why as ſure as a Gun 1 

there is a Storm; it hakes the Ship ſo confounded ly 1 

can ſcarce ſtand upon my Legs. 4 

. Heri, 1 
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Hark, how the Cables crack, the fearful Sailer Cri 
Aſcend ; and ſable Night involves the Skies. 


U + Hang me, if I had not clearly forgot that we were 


The furious Winds the ſwelling Surges beat. 
Snapfack within, 


O ho! all is loſt ; we are undone ; ſhe ſplits, ſhe 
ſinks ! all ſhift for themſelves. 


Ped. But fee 1 propitious Stars do yet appear, 
There Polux ſbmes, and fulgent Caſtor there. 
(Pointing to the Candle. . 


| | | Tm. Pray Mr Pilot, how long have we to live? 
_ Plot. Scarce a Quarter of an Hour; we are ut- 
* terly loſt. | 


0 Dim. Alack a Day; what ſhall I do? T ſhall 
certainly ſpue out of Fear. Well; Iam re— 
ſolved, if I am drown'd this Time, I will never go 
another Voyage. Ah ! Tutor, do but behold that 


great Wave there. 
| Ped. Ay, The ſwelling Surges with a thund” ring 
Wo, i ; It Driv non each others Backs inſult the W 
| q As the Poet ſays | 


| Tim. Well | I ſhall never be able to die, I am 
| ſure! — How wicked I have been in my Time 
| How often have I got drunk! — How many 

| | Whores 


1 <P — — 2 — 
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hores! Alack a Day !— But now I think on it, 

y Tutor has been as wicked a Dog as I, that is 

Ty 4 Comfort ſtill. So Tutor, e en let us go to 
Prayers together. 


Ped. With all my Heart. 


O thrice and four Times happy thoſe, 
IV ho under Ilian Walls before their Parents dy'd, 


ſhe Enter Maid, 
Maid. For God's-ſake, Plotwell, what is the 
leaning of all this Noiſe ? If my Maſter ſhould 
4 ear | 
| Plot. Pox on thee for intruding ſo unſeaſonably |! 
1. ret thee in about thy Buſineſs. —— (S2oves her in. 
Ped. Hah! Timothy, ſee there how a Sea-nymph 
ood cloſe to our Poop juſt now. 
Tim, No, no, N a great Fiſh. 
Ped. A Fiſh! ſay you 
Tim, Ay, I'm ſure” ewas a Fiſh by her Voice. 
Snap. Ay, now ſhe's going, we're ſinking to the 


ak zottom. 
n. On! pray don't talk of finking ; I can 


ever bear it, I am ſure. ——— What Shift ſhall I 
ake ? Dear Fiſh, don't eat me, for I'm my Fa- 
er's only Son and Heir. | 

Pl:t, PI throw this Piſs-pot upon their Heads. 


in de) Alack | we link &en now; ſhe leaks, amain. 
(Throws the Piſs-pot up:n em, and lets em down 4 

8 Trap- door into the Cellar. 
am un down into the Cellar, Snapſact, and drink 


m aſleep again; then all is ſafe: Pll be with you 
{tantly | (Exit Snapfack, 


a! ha lhe! I vow to God, a very comical out- 
-the-way Tranſaction, this 
Re. 
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MW Re-enter Snapſack. 
1 Snap. Pox on em they are faſt enough alread 
p: for one twelve Hours, I'll warrant 'em. 
Plot. Tis very well; be within Call; perha; 
I may want thy Aſſiſtance again. | 
Snap. You need not fear me. (Exit Snapſack 
Plot. I proteſt I can ſcarce forbear laughing at n 
own Comedy ; and if hereafter, 


By Chance, feme arch poetic Wag eſſa 

On this to build the Model of a F 

The hum rous Scenes can never fail to pleaſe. F 
And univerſal Mirth in a gay Audience raiſe. 


The Endof the ſecond AR, 
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ACT T . 


Enter Valentine ſolus. 


Val. IS well; my Stars have done their 

worſt; and I defy em now. Poor 

Silvia / and muſt we own it then 
at laſt ? There is no other Way. — Sure he muft 
melt, the hardeſt Heart muſt melt to ſee thy tender 
Beauties kneeling for Pardon ; he muſt be charm'd 
to hear the Muſick of thy Tongue, be proud to call 
thee Daughter, and bleſs me for his Diſappointment, 


Enter Worthy unobſerv'd. 

What Devil has poſſeſs'd Sir Paul! too? an Hour 
ſcarce is paſt ſince he flew off ; my Love was loſt, 
and I forſooth muſt wear the Willow. Now his 
—— it ſeems is chang'd again, and I muſt wear the 

116. 

Mor. The Devil you muſt. 

Val. Ha] Warthy, thou com'ſt in Time to help 
me curſe my Fortune. | 

Wor. Ay, and my own too. I have over-heard 
the Matter as thou ſtood'ſt raving to thyſelf. But 
how comes this about ? It puzzles me to reconcile 
this ſudden Change of Politics. with Reaſon. 

Val. All that I know Ill tell thee. I juſt now 
met my Father: Son, ſays he, you're to be married 


To- 
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To-day. Go Home and dreſs yourſelf; go Home 
and hang youſelf had been as welcome to me; it 
ſo confounded me, that I believe I look'd like an 
Aſs before him; not a Word cou'd I ſay, but mad; 
him anawkward Bow inſtead of an Anſwer. 
Wir. What's to be done? ſome ſpeedy Counſe 
muſt be taken, or all's loſt: Where's Pltwell ? 
Val. I think I fee him yonder : the Rogue come: 
juſt in the Nick. 
* X 


Enter Plotwell all in haſte. 
Plot. Where the Devil ſhall I find this Maſter o 
mine, now? This is the Plague of us Serving 
Men, we muſt hunt out our Mafters through al 
their Rambles, with the Sagacity of Spaniels, and 
ten to one if we are not uſed like Spaniels when 
we've done; tis a hard Caſe, but I muſt not reſt 
till I have found him. | | 
Val. Hold, Ploatwell! Whether ſo faſt? - 
Plot. ſees Val.) Oh! Sir, you're the very Man 
J have been hunting after; (es Wor.) Od's my 
Life; here's Mr W/orthy too. — Well, Gentlemen, 
I'm heartily glad I've met with you, for my Errand 
lies between you both. N 
Val. Oh! Plotwell, I'm ruin'd inevitably, 
Plot. Do you hear me, Sir ? 
Mor. We're both undone. 
Plot. I know the Ground of your Fears. 
Val. My Lifelies at Stake, Plotwell. 
Plot. I'm no Stranger to your Fears neither. 
Fial. *Sdeath! Plotwell | But my Father tells me 
| Plot. As J hope to live, Gentlemen, you'll turn 
my very Brains: I tell you I know what you'd 
both be at: You, Sir, for your Part, are in a P:c& 
of Fears now, leſt you ſhould fit beſide the 
Cuſhion ; 
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Cuſhion; and you, Sir, left you ſhould jump into 
the Saddle. | | 
Val. Thou haſt hit the Nail of the Head, Plat- 
ell, 

Plot. If J have, there's no Danger of its driving, 
Gentlemen, take my Word for it. Hark you, 
Sir, (to Val.) Sir Paul will be no Father-in-law of 
yours To-day. 

Val. Ha! What Grounds have you to think ſo ? 

Plot. I'll tell you Sir, upon meeting your Father 
his Morning, I underſtood by him (after a long 
Detail of Particulars which paſſed in Diſcourſe be- 
ween us) that, notwithſtanding all our Hopes to the 
ontrary, you were actually doom'd to be marry'd 
o-day. However, I was reſolved the old Fellow 
ould not bubble me; therefore, as ſoon as I got 
ooſe from him, I ſet my Thoughts to work, and 
degun to compare Things together.—I could ſee no 
Buſtle about Houſe ;—the old Man walk'd moping 
about by himſelf, —bloody touchy and peeviſh—and 
is eldeſt Son and Heir to be married within this 
hree Hours notwithſtanding. Inconſiſtencies; 
ere Inconſiſtencies, thought IJ. So, Sir, I imme- 
liately reſumed the Reſolution I had before taken, 
pf viſiting Sir Paul's. 

Mor. Well ſaid; on with your Story, 

Plat. When I came there, not a Mouſe was 
irring, as I could find : In ſhort, all was as quiet, 
nd as little. Sign of a Wedding there as at home. 
and Ithink, Sir, the Concluſion to be drawn from 


nd 


ence is pretty plain. . 
e.. Why, as thou ſayeſt, Pletibell, theſe are not 
0 il Symptoms, truly, 
Plat. Well, well, let us not triumph too foon ; 
* e know a little by * that the old Pro- 
Very 
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verb adviſes well, Net to reckon our Chickens before 
they are hatched. Take a little of my ſage Direction 
along with you, Gentlemen, and III warrant you 
a good Iſſue; truſt the Helm to me, and fear not: 
But if, Gentlemen, you think it not in my Power 
to ſerve you, or, which is the ſame Thing, think 
you can ſerve yourſelves better, &en take your own 
way, I'll not be anſwerable for the Conſequence, 
I waſh my Hands on't. 

Mor. No, no, good Plottwell, we truſt all to 
thy Management ; and remember that my Life de- 
pends on thy Succeſs. 

Val. Well, what's to be done? 

Plot. Why, I would adviſe you to make all 
ſure, for fear of a Relapſe; and that (ſince, II. 
pawn my Life, the old Folks deſign no Wedding 
To- day) Mr Worthy take hold of the Opportu- 
nity, and not ſuffer the Lady to be baulk'd. 

Mor. I underſtand you not, 

Plot. Why, e'en make her a viſit ; tell her the 
Danger of Delay; that ſhe has now an Opportuni- 
ty ſhe may never have again ; that the old Folks 
may once more change their Minds; that then no 
Power upon Earth can fave her. In ſhort, never 
leave. her till you're married. 

Nor. Thou talkeſt thou knoweſt not what; 
thou forgett'ſt that Pm forbid the Houſe ; and that 
what you adviſe is impoflible. 

Plot. For ſhame, for ſhame ! A Lover, and talk 
of Impoſhbilities! Come, come, I know your 
doubtful Honour, and have already provided you 
ſafe Conduct; and, for the reſt, you muſt take care 
of yourſelf: Be at Eaſe, Sir, I have provided for 
5 I only beg one Word with my Maſter, and 

ll wait on you inſtantly, 
Mor. 
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re Mor. Excellent Plotwell ! be ſpeedy.— Valentine, 
on your Servant. (Exit Worthy. 
du Pal. For God's fake, Plotwell, what can my 
t: Father mean by all this? There muſt be ſomething 
er {more in the Bottom of it than I'm aware of. What 
ik ſhould make the old Gentleman turn and wind thus? 
n Plot. Why, I'll unravel to you the whole My- 
e, Iſtery, Sir. Tis very plain the 81d Gentleman is 
very much nettled at Sir Paul Plant's falling off {© 
to {Miuddenly from his Agreement; and that, as the 
Caſe ſtands, he does not know who reaſonably to 
blame for the Matter. Now, ſhould you ſeem at 
all averſe to his Deſign, you'll give him the only 
Handle he wants, to lay all the Blame upon you ; 
and then there will be the Devil to pay, I can tell 
ig Nou. 
k Val. Why, thou would'ſt not have me think of 
a Compliance, would'ſt thou ? 
Plot, Why, Sir, in the firſt and foremoſt Place, 
ou muſt conſider he's your Father, and you'll find 
ta very hard Matter to oppoſe him. Then, ſe- 
ondly and laſtly, Sir, that Miſtreſs of yours, under 
he Roſe, is no better than a 
er 4.4 Hold, Villain, thy facrilegious Tongue, or 
all 
Plot. Nay, Sir, uſe your Pleaſure with your 
at Plave; but, if I might adviſe, you ought to tell your 
ather, that you are ready to ſubmit at all Times to 
k {Wis ſuperior Wiſdom ; and that, if he thinks well of 
ir {he Match, you are ready to comply. 
u Val. Would'ſt have me then belye my Heart? 
e urn Hypocrite ? 
rh. Hypocrite! Ha, ha, he, — Tis all the 
d HFachion, Sir. | 
D 2 Val. 
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al. I tell thee, I cannot do it. 

Plot. Pray, Sir, be ruled. 

Val. Prythee don't perſuade me to it. 

Plot. Well, mark the End of it.—Beſides, Sir, Þ | 
no ill Conſequence can come of it; you need not 
fear the Danger of performing, promiſe never ſo 
luftily ; for e' re it can come to that, I'll take care 
that Mr Worthy and Mrs Clivia ſhall be tack'd a 
faſt together as tis in the Power of Gown and Cal. 
ock to do it; at leaſt, if they do their part as wel 
as I do mine. But ſoft, here comes your Father: 
Wok brisk, and remember what J have ſaid to you, 

Fal. No more ; ; I warrant you, 


Enter Sir Toby, 
Sir Toby afide.) So, ſo, they're laying their poli 
tic Noddles together in deep, wondrous deep Con. 
ſultation, I perceive. 
Pl t. to 2 al, Have but Courage, dear Sir, to 
tell him you'll marry her, and, if he 3 the 
jeaſt hard Word, or any Harm in the World com 
of it, I'll be bound to be hanged for my Pains, 
Sir Toby aſide.) At it, at it; hard at it, faith. or 
Plot. Now, Sir, mind your Cue. a 
Sir To. Valentine, pr. 
Plat. Turn quick upon him, and ſeem ſurpriz et! 
at ſeeing him. 
Val. turning quick, T beg your Pardon, Sir, I qu 
did not ſee you ſooner, | 
Plot. Admirably well done, ' faith, Sir. of 
Sir To, Well thou art ready to go to Church, | 


ſuppoſe, Val. as | 
al. As I always have been, fo Ialways ſhall be wo 
ready to obey your Commands, Sir. tha 
Plz! The old Fellow's dumbfounded, faith. Par 


S tw 
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Sir To. I take it very kindly at thy Hands, Val. 
I'll aſſure thee, that thou ſhew'ſt thyſelf fo dutiful, 
r, Þ eſpecially in this Affair. 
ot Plot. Didn't J tell you how 'twould work, Sir. 
ſo (Aſide to Val, 
re Sir To, Well Val. be within Call, we ſhall want 


you preſently, 


al- Val. I ſhall, Sir. (Exit. Valentine. 
ell Sir To. Well, Plotwell, what News abroad, hah ? 
t: Plot. IJ hear none, Sir, not I. 

. Sir To, None at all, ſay'ſt thou? nothing ſtirring. 


Plot. Nothing at all, Sir. 

Sir To. That's ſtrange. (I/alks about as in a Fret. 

Put. afide.) Now the old Gentleman's turn'd 
li out of his Biaſs ; he frets and fumes like a loſing 
11-8 Gameſter. 

Sir To. Can'ſt thou deviate for once, Plottbell, 
and tell me, without your Hums and Ha's, the 
Truth, and nothing but the Truth. 

Plot. I ſcorn to tell you a Lye, Sir. 

Sir To, Well then, be ingenuous, and ſatisfy me 
only in this one Point: Does not this Wedding ftick 
a little in your Maſtei's Stomach, hah ? Is he not 
prepoſſeſs'd, engaged elſewhere ? Does not he hunt 
ether Game ? Is he not paſt the Cure of Matrimony? 

Plot. Oh! Sir, you're miſtaken in him: He's 
quite another Man than I find you think him, 

12 To. Indeed ! I ſhould be glad to be convinced 
ot it. 

Plot. When you gave him his Swing, indeed, 
as he was but a raw Lad, as a Body may ſay, he 
would have his Bottle and Whore now and then, 
that's true. But however, his Amours for the moſt 
Part were ſafe, as well as private; a She-friznd or 
two that were above a Bribe, tho' looſe 3 little in 
D 3 the 
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the Hilts. You ſhould never ſee him board a Mask 
at the Play-houſe Door; your Drurv-lane Ware 
would never go down with him. He had always 
an Eye to his Reputation, that I muſt needs ſay of 
him. But now, Sir, he actually thinks of nothing 
but a Wife; he does not care how ſoon he ſettles ; 
and I think the ſooner 'tis done the better. 

Sir To. Methought he look'd alittle melancholy, 
and out of Humour, for all that. 

Plot. He was a little nettled indeed, but not up- 

on that Score, I'll paſs my Word for it. 

Sir To, Pr'y thee, Plottuell, what then? l 

Plot. Ah! Sir, *tis not worth ſpeaking of. 

Sir To, Come, come, out with it: I muſt 
E now, Pleotwell. 

Pie. Tis next to nothing Sir. . 

Si ir To. Pſhaw ! what docs the Blockhead trie“ 
er? Tell me, I ſay. 

Put. I hope your Worſhip won't be angry then: 

But he tlunks you are a little too cloſe-fiſted ; thats. 
| © | A {11 

Sir To. Who, I, Plotꝛbell? 

Plat. Ves, you, Sir. Here, ſays he, has my 
Father ordered a Dinner To- day, that ſcarce ſtand 6: 
him in half a Piece; who the Devil would take this“ 
to be a Wedding-feaſt ?!—=And now, Sir, between 
„ou and I, if J may be fo bold as to ſay fo; you 
ſhould have opened your Purſe-ſtrings a little wider, 
In ſuch Cafes, you are ſenſible, *tis expected; and, 
as 'tis but for once in a Man's Life-time, ev'n Ex- 
travagance is an Error on the Right-hand, Sir. 

Sic To, Have done, Sirrah, will you? I ſhan't 
ask your Advice in the Conduct of that Affair. 
Ee gone; ſee if your Maſter wants you. 


Plat. 
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« Plot. Ive nettled the old Gentleman, faith. 
(Exit. Plot well. 
Sir To, What can the Dog mean by all this? 


17 There's ſome Plot going forward, my Life on't.— 
ne But, be it as it will, I may chance to ſnap 'em be- 
„bre they are aware of me,—Let me ſee.— My Son 


has promiſed, and he ſhall perform. —Upon that 
Foundation I' proceed. If I could but ſtumble by 
Accident now upon my Neighbour Plant, and 
bring Matters round about a little, I fancy the 
Knight and I might agree well enough at laſt, As 
tor my Son, he can't look me in the Face and fly 
from his Word: So I have no Apprehenſions on 
that Side. *Egad I'll go make the Knight a Viſit. — 
No; that will be a little too forward. —Odd's my 
Life, here he comes doddling alone in propria Per - 
ge a, faith 3; nothing can happen more opportunely, 


Enter Sir Paul Pliant. 
Sir Paul, you are well met, how have you done 
ſince Morning? 
Sir Paul. You are the very Man I have been 
hunting after, Sir Toby. 


8 Sir To, Better and better. (A/ide.) I'm glad, 

sir, | have ſaved you further Trouble, and that I 
den bare met with you ſo luckily, 

# Sir Paul, I am glad to ſee you with all my 

4 Heart. But, Sir Toby, there was a certain Perſon 

6 n (not to be particular) that informed me, and ſaid, 


„be had it from your own Mouth too, that your Son 
and my Daughter were to be married To- day, 
which you know, as well as I, is all falſe. Now 
my Buſineſs at preſent is, to know whoſe Brains are 
moſt addled, yours who ſaid fo, or his who report- 
ed it abroad, Neighbour, 

D 4 Sir 
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dir To, Good Sir Paul, give me your Patience; 
and ſince you tax me thus with a Particular which 
I did not in the leaft expect, I'Il tell you all I know 
ef the Matter in as plain a Method as I can; and, 
s we have been Neighbours and old Friends, I don't 
cueſtion but you'll judge favourable both of me 
nd my Conduct. 

Sir Paul. Out with it then; ſpeek your Mind 
ſrecly ; you ſhall have no Interruption on my Side. 

Sir Te. Why then Sir Paul, you may eaſily re. 
member what paſs'd between you and I this Mory- 
ing, when you thought fit to fly from your Bar. 
gain, for certain Reaſons, or rather Suſpicions 0 
your own: After you were gone, you need not doubt 
but I was in fome meaſure concerned, not only a 
the breaking off an Alliance with a Perſon I i; 
highly regard as yourſelf, but likewiſe at my Son's 
Conduct, which has render'd him ſo obnoxious ts 
you, and unworthy to be the Pledge of it. 

Sir Paul. Very reaſonable. 

Sir T:. Thought I, what Method ſhall I take 
with this unhappy Son, that becomes the Character 
of a prudent Father? It had ever been my Obſer. 
vation, that the gentleſt Phyſic operates the moſ 
cf e Aually upon ingenious Minds, I remember too, 
that Valentine had in all reſpects, till then, be 
haved himſelf moſt dutifully to me; nay, ev'n i 
this Point of Matrimony, (notwithſtanding all th 
ſuſpected Pre-engagements of his Affection) was 
or pretended to be, ready to obey me: I likewiſ: 
recollected all the Sallies of my own Youth, an 
made Allowance by my own Experience. 

Sir Paul. Very prudent. 

Sir To, Not, Sir Paul, that I would have yo! 
think me all the tender paſſive Father, nor igno 
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; rant or thoughtleſs of the Reſentment and Autho- 
h rity of a Parent; fo that the Circumſtances of the 
Affair ſeem'd to reduce my Reſolution to a Sort of 
„a2 Dilemma. If I paſs all tamely by, I give the 
t World an Opportunity, and juſtly too, to blame 
ne my Conduct, and my Son occafion to deſpiſe me. 
If I fall foul upon him, rate him for his Follies, 
nd and act the ſeverer Part, *tis poſſible he may fo ex- 
cuſe himſelf, as to make me repent my Raſhneſs ; 
for how naturally might he ſay: Yourſelf, Sir, 
have already preſcribed a Remedy for theſe Diſeaſes: 
The Time is coming when I muſt live to pleaſe a 
Wife : In the mean Time, it has been a Fault of 
Ignorance, if I have liv'd to pleaſe myſelf. 

Sir Paul; Very conſiderate, truly. 

Sir To. In ſhort, Ifreſolv'd to ſteer a middle 
Courſe, if poſſible, as the only proper Method I 
had to purſue: I determin'd therefore, to conceal 
all the Diſagreement between yourſelf and me from 
him, and ſo to carry Matters as if the Match had 
ſtill gone on, and no Demurrer been: The Conſe- 
quence, I propofed to myſelf from thence, was to 
ſound the Bottom of my Son's Inclinations, and 
have ſufficient Ground to deal with him according- 
ly: If he refuſes to commit Matrimony, faid I, 
when it comes to the Pinch, 1 ſhall then be ſatisfied, 
that there is ſomething more than youthful Frailty 
in the Matter, and that Sir Paul's Suſpicion is but 
too well founded: If he holds firm and eager for 
the Change, then he ſufficiently clears himſelf of 
the moſt material Part, at leaft, of the Charge ; and 
I don't queſtion but Sir Paul will be eaſily induced 
to hear Reaſon, and all Things be in fatu gus. 

Sir Paul, Why truly, Sir Toy, I think you give 
a very fair and honeſt Acccunt of the whole Mat- 
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ter; and J cannot chuſe but ſay, you have, in my 
Opinion, behav'd yourſelf with great Wiſdom in 
the Aﬀair. I approve of your Scheme mightily : 
But, pray Neighbour, how does it ſucceed ; by this 
Time you are capable of giving a great Gueſs, Had 
I not Reaſon for my Refuſal ? 

Sir To. I muſt confeſs, Sir Paul, I cannot blame 
your Caution: But I'll aſſure you, upon the ſtricteſt 
Enquiry I can make, I cannot find any Thing 
more in this Buſineſs of Silvia, than a youthful 
Frolick, or ſo. You know, Neighbour, we were 
both young once ourſelves, and ſhould not be too 
ſevere in our Cenſures; but as to the Buſineſs of 
the Wedding, I'll promiſe you, he ſtands hard and 
faſt toit, I'm afraid the poor young Fellow will 
break his Heart, if he ſhould be diſappointed. 

Sir Paul. A, a, a, ah! Sir Toby. 

(Shaking his Head, 

Sir To. Come, come, I warrant *twill be a Diſ- 
appointment on both Sides : For your pretty Daugh- 
ter's Sake, for my Son's Sake, and for old Acquain- 
tance Sake, let me intreat you to lay alide all care- 
leſs Prejudice, and give me no Denial ; but let the 
Wedding go on upon the fame Foot I propoſed it, 
and to which you then readily conſented. 

Sir Paul. You may ſpare your Entreaties, Neigh- 
bour ; you know I'm not obſtinate ; if you think 
{will be advantageous on both Sides, e'en let it be 
done without more ado : But, if you think they 
won't both draw one Way, we had better never 
yore them together, T'd have vou weigh the Mat- 
ter very deliberately, Neighbour ; look round ere 
vou leap, and put the Caſe all Ways ; ſuppot, my 
Olivia to be your Daughter, and your Valentine my 
8011. 
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Sir To, I do fo, Neighbour ; nay, I have done ſo. 
have view'd the Scheme on all Sides, put all Caſes, 
and every new Caſe I put give me a better Opinion 
of the Cauſe, | 

Sir Paul, Why, without any more Pro's and 
Con's, if you are verily perſuaded in your Mind 
that they*ll make a happy Pair, the Fault ſhall not 
lie at my Door, I promiſe you. The Terms of 
Accommodation are agreed on. 

Sir To, Once more then *tis a Bargain; your 
Hand upon't. Really, Sir Paul, I always had a 
particular Regard to your Name and Character; 
and, as a Teſtimony of it, you ſee how ambitious I 
am to unite our Families, 

Sir Paul. And, I aſſure you, Sir Toby, I've al- 
ways had an equal Eſteem for you ; and, as a Proof 
of my Sincerity, I particularly invite your Daugh- 
ter Charlotte to the Wedding, To be plain with 
you, J have Letters that the Ship wherein my Son 
is, came up the River this Morning; fo that we ex- 
pect him home every Moment. Y ou know we have 
formerly often talk'd of making a double Union of 
our Families; if you're ſtill of the fame Mind, I 
think we may take the Opportunity of performing 
both Ceremonies at once, and fave Charges. 

Sir To. Nay, now, my good old Friend, you 
are too kind. It ſhall be ſo with all my Heart. 

Sir Paul. Il home and get every Thing in Order, 
and expect you within theſe two Hours. 

Sir To, I'll do the like, and wait on you at your - 
Time, 

(Exit Sir Paul. 

Sir To, I brought the old Knight about at laſt 
with a Circumbendibus, *Egad, I play'd my Part like 
an Orator with him, God a mercy, old 7eby, faith. 
D 6 WII! 
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Well! I muſt go and look after my young Rogue 
tho, or he may chance to play me a ſlippery Trick 


at laſt, 
(Exit Sir Toby, 
SCENE, Sir Toby's, 
Enter Plotwell, and Snapſack in the Habit of a 


| Sea-captain. 

Plat. So, I ſee thou haſt equipt thyſelf for carry- 
ing on our Deſign upon our Captives. I have al- 
ready ſeen them, and prepoſſeſt them of their being 
taken Priſoners at Sea, by a Pirate, whoſe Name i 
Captain Scare-devil, Remember therefore that i: 

our Name now, 

Snap. I'll warrant you. 

Plat. Tm your Jaylor, I'll let you in to them, 

| (Exeunt, 
Pedant and Timothy in the Cellar. 
- Tim. Well! didn't I behave myſelf bravely, 
Tutor? Didn't I fight like a Tyger ? 

Ped. Ay, that thou didſt ? 

Tim. Come, come, Tutor, have a good Heart; 
Never let your noble Courage be caſt down, as the 
Saying is; many a valliant Man has been fore d to 
ſurrender before now. | 

Ped. Tis very true, and the Poet very well ad. 
viſes, | 


By fuffer ing well, our Fortune we ſubdue, 
Fiz when foe frowns, and when ſhe ſmiles purſut, 


But, the worſt of it is, Mr Timothy, that I'm afraid 
the worſt is ſtill to come. We know no more 


where we are than the Stone-wall, nor how te 
ſend 
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ſend your Father an Account of our Diſtreſs, in 
order to our Redemption; ſo that, for aught I can 
ſee, we are likely to remain all our Days in Cap- 


75 Ah Lord! Tutor, *tis very true as you ſay. 
I vow to God, I never thought one Word of that 
all this while. Ah! my poor Father, I ſhall ne'er 
inherit your Eſtate now. Well! I think *tis an 
unlucky Thing to be witty. My Father often fore- 
warn'd me, if I had had the Grace to follow his 
good Advice. 

Ped. Ah! Mr Timothy, I told you enough on't 
too, long ago: I hate (as an incomparable Author 
has it) a young Gentleman of a too forward Geni- 
us.—But alas ! how comes it that I talk ſo politely 
in the Height of my Affliction? But, now I think 
on't, Ovid wrote his Book de Triſtibus during his 
Misfortunes . 


Ingenio perii, Naſo Poeta, meo. 
Enter Snapſack, attended by Plot well. 
Snap. Where are the Priſoners; Jaylor, bring 
'em forth. 
Ped. Coram quem queritis adſum, Troius Aneas ? 


Tim. Tutor, Tutor, this is the Captain; pray 
tell him who I am. Do but obſerve with what a 
me jeſtic Gait he comes, ; 


Ped. Like poliſh'd Foory beauteous to behold, 
Or Parian Marble when enchac'd in Gold, 


Tim. By Jupiter Ammon, I'm all in a Sweat for 
fear.—I wiſh I mayn't. PI. fay no more. But I 
think all the Breath in my Body will fly out at the 
Back-door, in Spite of my Teeth, Snap, 
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Snap. Like Ceſar, I may ſay, I came, I faw, 


and conquer'd ; and, as I can conquer, I can deſtroy 


or ſave, juſt as the Merit of my Foes ſhall plead, 
Submiſſion may prevail, when Oppoſition never can, 

Tim. Lord bleſs me ! how he bluſters! Now dare 
not I, for the Heart's Blood of me, crack one Jeſt 
upon him, tho“ I've half a Hundred at my 
Tongue's End; full of ſuch Wit, ſheer Wit, 
*egad, that I could cut him down, whip, flap-daſh, 
in the Cracking of a Nut. 

Snap. I underſtand by the reſt of the Ship's Crew, 
your Names and Qualities ; and have diſpatch'd Let- 
ters to Sir Paul Pliant in England, that if he thinks 
fit, he may redeem ; ou. 

Ped. Mæcenas Atavis edite Regibus, O & træſi- 
dium & dulce decus meum ! 

Tim, Odſo, I begin to have a little Heart again, 
Now, methinks, he talks as if he had ſome Grace 
in him. | | 

Snap. In the mean Time you muſt content your- 
ſelves with your preſent Quarters. Jaylor, take 
Care of 'em. (Exeunt Snap. and Plot, 

Plot. I ſhall, Sir. 

Tim. As ſure as Death, as he went away, he 
gave me a Nod and a Smile : He couldn't but be 
taken with my Wit; Faith and Troth he couldn't. 
Ped. The incomparable Plautus wrote a Come- 
dy, call'd The Captive. Oh! Plautas, thou wert a 
Poet and Prophet too; for now we are truly Cap- 
tives, But what muſt be, muſt be 
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Enter Olivia and Maid. 


Oliv. R'YTHEE, Betty, think, contrive a 
| little for me. Is there no = to get a 

Sight of Worthy? My g Fortune 
hitherto has been in vain, tho' I have eſcap'd the 
Man I lik'd not, but I am baniſh'd from the Man 
I love. 

Betty. Never fear, Madam; a Woman's Inven- 
tion ſeldom fails her in theſe Caſes; and PII war- 
rant you, one Way or other, I'Il do your. Buſineſs 
for you. 

Oli. But doſt thou conſider, Girl, the Difficulty 
of the Undertaking ? Thou knowꝰ'ſt that I'm watch'd 
as narrowly as a Priſoner of State; and all the 
Doors and Avenues are guarded againſt F orthy, as 
againſt a Rapparce. Nay, my Father has repre- 
ſented him as ſuch amongſt our Servants, Thou 
know'ſt what a Houſeful of BlunderbuT-s, Banda- 
leers, and Basket-hilts we have kept on purpoſe to 
guard us from the Monſter ; and chat, if Hor:by 
were ſuſpected to be within Eve-ſhot of the Houſe, 
what an Alarm we ſhouid have; all would be in 
Arms; the Militia would march, and the Heroes 
cock and ſtrut like ſo many File !.caders ona Lord- 
Mayor's Day: Therefore, coniider what chou doſt, 
for God's ſake, 

Betty, 
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Betty. However, I fay ſtill, Madam, deſpair not; 
methinks this Day's happy Deliverance ſeems to be 
an Earneſt of yet better F, ortune, 


Enter Footboy. 

Footh. Madam, there's one Mr Pad the Stay- 
maker below, has brought your Ladyſhip's Stays. 

Oliv. Oh dear ! let him come up ; he's as good 
as his Word I find; I warrant poor Stitch work'd 
all Night, for fear of diſappointing a longing Lady 
on her Wedding-day ; but, as it happens, he need 
not have made ſuch haſte: However, I promiſe my- 
felf they'll ſerve ſome much happier Occaſion, than 
that they were deſigned for. 


Enter Worthy, diſguiſed like Pad. 

Betty, as he is ent'ring. Lord | Madam, I think 
this is not Mr Pad; and yet I think *tis Mr Pad 
too: I know not what to think; but if it be Mr 
Pad, Pm ſure he's ſtrangely alter'd within theſe two 


Days, 
(As Olivia H[oks at him, he diſcovers himſelf. 

Oliv. Worthy | 

Wor. See my Olivia, what Diſguiſes Love can 
teach us! Almighty Love, that transform'd 7Jove 
into a Swan, and made his heroic Son's victorious 
Club dwindle to a Diſtaff, has made of me e'en 
what you ſee me. 

Oliv. But how durſt you venture? How comes 
all this to paſs? Methinks I have twenty Queſtions 
to ask thee, and would have them anſwer'd all at 
once. Pardon my Tranſport, Worthy, 

Nor. Deareſt Olivia, this is no Time for Queſ- 
tions, or for Anſwers; thus much only I may tell 
thee, that, by Yalentine's Man Plortoell's Contri- 
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vance, I apply'd myſelf to honeſt Pad the Stay- 
maker, who was eaſily prevail'd upon to depute me 
to wait on yeur Ladyſhip with your Stays this 
Morning in his room. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe 
to try 'em on? 

Oliv. No, no matter Mr Pad, at preſent ; I 
thank my good Angel, I have not ſo urgent an Oc- 
caſion for 'em as I fear'd I ſhould. But have you 
brought your Bill with you, Mr Pad ? | 

Wer. Ves, Madam; and the Sum's a large one, 
2 long Account of faithful Love, with all its Train 
of Sufferings ; 'tis Time *twere own'd, and the 
Balance paid. Think, my Olivia, ſuch an Oppor- 
tunity ne'er may come again. Your Wedding, ſure, 
by the Hand of Providence is put off : But, as your 
Father has chang'd once, who knows but he may 
change again? Nay, who knows how ſoon it may 
be ſo? Therefore now, my Deareſt, now's the 
Time to prevent all future Hazard ; redeem your- 
ſelf from your Captivity ; — reward my faithful 
Love, and make us both happy. 

Oliv, What can we do ? 

Mor. This Moment leave thy Priſon, and make 
thyſelf my Wife. 

4 on poſſible! Thou know'ſt not what thou 

"Wir. Impoſlible ! Tis eaſy, very eaſy ; I have 
provided every Thing ; all but your Conſent is ready. 

Betty. Nay, Madam, now it all lies at your 
own Door, and if you leſe this Opportunity, as 
Mr Worthy ſays, you muſt e'en thank yourſelf : 
Come, come, never ſtand between Hawk and Buz- 
zard; venture, venture; I'll be anſwerable for the 
Conſequence egad, I'd fain ſee a young Gentleman 
ask me the Queſtion ſo complaiſantly, ſo I W 
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Oliv. Heav'n knows how willingly I would con- 
ſent ; but methinks what you propoſe is of too ſud- 


den Birth, and full of Hazard: Beſides, the Winter 


of our Loves does all ſeem paſt, and the gay Spring 
appears. What need we hazard all at once? Time 
lies before us; the Proſpect is far extended; we 
ſhall have a thouſand Opportunities to execute this 
Project, when every Branch of it ſhall have been 
duly weigh'd, and every Circumſtance conſider 'd. 

Mer. Talk not of Conſideration, or of Weight, 
Olivia ; the Loſs of all this Time in doubt, is of 
more Weight than all ; nor truſt thy Fortune to a 
ſecond Caft, when 'tis thy own already, 

Betty. Slife, Madam, I hear my old M:ftcr 
come coughing up Stairs ; we're all undone : What 
ſhall we do? This comes of your conſidering. Mr 
Worthy, you muſt transform yourſelf once more ju- 
to Mr Pad; there, take your Stays in your Hand. 


As Sir Paul enters, Olivia ſpeaks. 

Oliv. I can't fay but I like your Work well e- 
nough, Mr Pad; but I ſhan't wear 'em To-day, 
as I expected ; ſo you may leave the Stays with my 
Maid, and call again To-morrow, or any Morn- 
ing, and I will try *em on, 

. | (Worthy 7s going, 

Sir Paul, Hold, hold! who's this Daughter ? 
Your Stay-maker, ha? Stay a little; you muſt wear 
pay Stays, Daughter, ſooner than you think for : 
| have juſt now been with Sir Toby Te/ty, and we 
are once more agreed: He has given me full Satis- 
faction in all my Scruples ; ſo get yourſelf ready as 
faſt as you can, and come down into the great Par- 
lour ; in the mean Time I'll go fetch old Noverint 


the Scrivener, that we may ſign and ſeal ; and then 
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my Chaplain ſhall perform the remaining Part of 


the Ceremony. 

Oliv. Hear me, Sir, one Word, I beſeech you. 

Sir Paul. Hear thee? What ſhall I hear? I 
think I've done all that a Father can do for thee, 
I've provided you with a pretty young Fellow for a 
Husband, and 'twill be his Part to do the reſt, 

Oliv. Sir, I would know a little what Satisfaction 
you have met with, that has fo ſuddenly induced 
you to entertain an Opinion of Sir Toby's Son's 
Morals, ſo widely different from what you did two 
Hours ago: The Reaſons, you then gave me for 
your Diſlike, have ſway'd ſo much with me, that, 
till I've Demonſtration of his Innocence of the 
Crimes laid to his Charge, I muſt confeſs Pve an 
Averſion to him. 

Sir Paul. Poh! Poh! I'll have none of your A- 
verſions; 'tis enough that I am ſatisfied; pray ſet 
your Heart at reſt, and do as I bid you; and fo 
Good-morrow to you: D'ye hear, Mr Pad, pray 


ti on her Stays, N | 
(Exit Sir Paul. 

Mr. Now, my Olivia, tell me, was my Counſel 
vain? 

Oliv. Nor is it yet too late to follow it. 

Betty. Nay, now tis abſolute Self-defence. 

Oliv. Then let's away: But, after we have *ſcap'd 
the Caſtle, whither ſhall we fly for Refuge ? 

Mer. Olivia need not doubt but I have taken 
care of that, I have on this Occaſion (by Concert) 
the Liberty of Silvia s Lodgings, Valentine's Miſ- 
treſs ; thither we'll go directly, and put it out of 
mortal Pow'r to diſturb us more. | 

Oliv. Away then; be at the back Gate; I'll meet 
you there in three Minutes, (Exit Worthy. 

Betty, 
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| Betty, pr'ythee reach me the little Casket out of al 
my Scrutore, and my new Riding-hood, d'ye hear; 

it has not yet been ſeen, and I ſhall not be known 

| in it: — The beſt Diſguiſe in the World, for an 

| Eſcape, is a Riding-hood. — Away, Girl, Time's be 

| precious. (Exeunt, 

| 


SCENE the Street before Silvia's Lodgings. th 

A Enter Plotwell. G 

Plottw. What the Devil! are we all wiſer than  *' 

| we ſhould be now? *Sbud, if Mr Worth has'nt made 1 © 
| good Uſe of his Viſit, we're all untwiſted ſtill. 


Egad, I think the old Fellows have as many Whim- 
ſies in their Heads, and know as little of their I 2. 
own Minds as the young: Here has the Devil been It 
and made Peace again between the two old Knights; 
and now the Wedding goes on ſtill. I'm bloo- 
dily afraid Y/orthy has not done as he ſhould do; 
the Fellow ſeems to have no Mettle in him, 
Zounds ! he makes Love like an Oxford Scholar. 
What the Devil can I do? I'd fain do ſomething 
to make all ſure. — Let me ſee; — a deſperate MW 7© 
Diſeaſe muſt have a deſperate Cure.—It muſt be n 
ſo ;—let's ſee, theſe are Madam S:lvia's Lodgings. Pe 
( Knocks, 


” — — ſ—— — — —  _ --— 


Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. Well! What's the News with you? A 

Platt. Ask no Queſtions, good Girl; where's 
your Nurſery ? your young Maſter ? f 

Lucy. Within. Pray what d'ye want with him! 

Phtw. Ask no Queſtions, I ſay; fetch him pre- e 
ſently, and come along with me. 

Lucy. What to do, I ſay; I won't ſtir till 1 
know for what. 

| Plotu. 


the Fo RE of Lo vs. 93 
Plotw. The Devil's in the Wench, I think. 
Zounds ! make haſte, and do as I bid you, or we are 
all undone. (Shoves Her in. 
Re- enter Lucy with the Child. 
Lucy. Well, what am I to do next? 


Plotw. Play but this Card now for me to the 


beſt Advantage, Lucy. 

Lucy. What Plot's in Agitation now, Pr'ythee ? 

Plotw, The Devil's in Women for Curioſity ; 
thou ſhalt ſee by and by, have but a little Patience. 
Come, go along with me, and, by the way, Þ ll 
give you full Inſtructions how to behave yourſelf. 
—Oh the Devil! (In a ſurpriſe. 

Lucy, What's the Matter now ? 

Plotw, Matter! quoth a]! —Why yonder's Sir 
Paul, Madam Bride's Father, coming this Way : 
If we go forward we muſt meet him.—Now is 
this hopeful Scheme of mine broke all at once. 
I think the Devil owes us a Spite.—Let me fee, — 
en I think of nothing? My Invention did not uſe 
to fail me.— l muſt alter all my Meaſures, | 

Lucy. I can't conceive what you'd be at, not J. 

Plot. Now, Lucy, I'll make as if I came from 
yonder Alley on the Right Hand; and do you, 


(mind what I ſay) whenever you ſee a good Op- 


portunity, put in a Word or two to back me. 
(Plotwell goes to a Corner of the Stage, 


Lucy. Well! I ſwear I'm ftill in the dark as 


much as ever. 


Enter Sir Paul Pliant. 


gir Paul. I'll make what haſte I can to the Scri- 

vener, that I may catch him before he takes his 

Morning whet, and makes himſelf addled and 

unfit for Buſineſs all Day.—(Lucy courteſies to _ 
an 
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and comes forward.) Who art thou, Child ? ha! ] 
don't know thee. Whoſe Child's that, ha ? 

Lucy. Bleſs me! Where's this Plotwell now? 

| (Afide in Surpriſe, 
Sir Paul. What ! are you Tongue-ty'd ? 
(Plotwell comes forward, puffing and blowing, and 
bawling as loud as he can, pretending not to ſc: 
Sir Paul. 

Plot. Heigh- day! what Game's here going for- 
wards? — What Buſineſs have you here, Lucy ? 
What do'ſt bring thy Brat here for? Whither art 
thou going to carry it ? 

Lucy. How can'ſt thou ask me ſuch an imperti- 
nent Queſtion? 

Plot. Who ſhould I ask? there's no- body elſe to 


ask, as I can ſee. 
Sir Paul. In the Name of Wonder, what Child 


can this be ? | (Aſide. 
Plotw. Will you give me an Anſwer, or not, 
Hufley ? | 


Lucy, Oh Lord! Oh Lord 

Plot, aſide to Lucy. A little more to the Right, 
Lucy. The Devil's in the Fellow, I believe. 
Plot. Come, come, whoſe Boy is it? — Speak 


out, | (Aſide. 
Lucy. Tis yours, and be hang'd to you, or ſome- 
body's that belongs to you. 


Plot. Ha, ha, he! This is a thorough pac'd 
Whore ; ſhe has the right Cant of all the Bawdy 
Siſterhood, *faith. 

Sir Paul, afide. Surely this is Mrs Silvia's 
Maid, that I have heard ſo much talk of; ['I 
hearken a little further. | 

Plot. Are we the propereſt Perſons you coul! 


pick out, to make Cullies of, ha! Mrs — 
ir 
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Sir Paul, afide. Body o'me, I came juſt in the 
Nick, 

Plot. Pack up your Alls, and get you gone a- 
bout your Buſineſs, or —(aſide to her) if you ſtir 
an Inch P'm undone Lucy. 

Lucy. Confound you ! for me— You terrify a 
Body ſo. 

Plot. What! I muſt ſpeak twenty times to you 
to be gone, muſt I? 

Lucy. What would the Fellow have, for God's 
dake. 

Plot. Have, quotha ! Come, come, let me have 
none of your ſhuffling Tricks; but tell me directly 
and truly, Whoſe Boy is this in your Arms ? 

Lucy. As if you did'nt know, Sauce-box, 

Plot. That's nothing to the Purpoſe, Huſſey, 
Anſwer me directly, I ſay, to what I ask you. 

Lucy. Why then *tis yours, 1 tell you once more, 
or ſomebody's that belongs to you, 

Plot. Which of the Somebody's? What! we 
had all a finger in the Pye then, had we? 

Lucy. Why, if you will force me to ſpeak out, 
can't help it? — *Tis your Maſter Valentine's 
then, 

Plot. What! — my Maſter Valentine's, ſay 
you ? | 

Lucy. Can you deny it, Sir? 

Sir Paul, aſide. I find J had a right Notion of 
at young Fellow. I was never heartily in- 
lined to this Match. 

Plot. Here's a fine Plot! What! and I ſuppoſe 
ou are jaunting towards Sir Paul's with him, ha? 
1l call a Conſtable; I'll have you ſecur'd, faith, 
liſtreſs. 

Lucy, What d'ye make ſuch a Gaping for * f 
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Plot. Why! will you face me out, that I didn't 
ſee this Baſtard convey'd to your Lodgings ſix 
Weeks ago? 

Lucy, Oh! the impudent audacious Varlet ! 

Plot. You may brazen it out as long as you 
pleaſe ; but, I'll take my Oath, I ſaw Mother 
Brawn, the Porter's Wife, carry him in, laſt very 
Night was ſix Weeks, in a Basket. 

Lucy. Well! Heav'n be prais'd, there were ſe- 
veral Ladies of unblemiſh'd Characters at my poor 
Miſtreſs's Labour. 

Plot. But ſhe was plaguily miſtaken in her Aim, 
Lacy, this Bout, I can 4 you—Oh ! thinks 
ſhe, if Sir Paul does but once here that Mr Yal:»- 
tine has hada Child by me, he'll never marry his 
Daughter to him, for certain: But o' my Con- 
ſcience, when the old Gentleman and his Daugh- 
ter too, come to hear that my Maſter is ſo good a 
Sportſman, they'll like him the better for it, II 
warrant you. Beſides, Child, your Plot's too late, 

ou'll be a Day after the Fair; they're marry'd 
y this Time, or at leaſt will be ſo in halt an 
Hour; ſo you had beſt e'en turn home to your 
Quarters again while you're well. 

Sir Paul, aſide. Tis you are miſtaken in your 
Aim; you'll find I'm not ſo fond of being a 


Grandfather as that comes to neither, good Mr 


Platwell. 
Plot. Therefore in one Word, and one is as good 


as a Thouſand, if you won't get you Home with 
this ſquawling Brat, I'Il kick him into the middle of 
the Street, and you to the D I, d'ye ſce. 
Lucy. You ſhould get you home and ſleep ; vou 
are drunk, Man, 8 
Plot. 
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Plot. What the Devil! your Miſtreſs (for all 
my Maſter brought her ſtarving from France the 
other Day) now ſhe has ſet Foot on Engliſb Ground, 
begins to think herſelf naturalized, and entitled to 
the Benefit of the Law, as much as e'er an Engli/h 
Whore or them all; and that the Law will oblige 
him to marry her, and make an honeſt Woman of 
her, whether he will or no. 

Lucy. Why, good Mr Plotwell, can you have the 
Face to deny it ? D 
Sir Paul aſiae. J had like to have made a pretty 
Spot of work truly, 
Plat. Who is there? 
are come in the very Nick of Time. 
me the favour to hear me but one Word, Sir. 

Sir Paul. You may ſpare . yourſelf the Pains, 
Mr Phtwell ; for I have heard it all. 

Plot. How? All, Sir, ſay you? 

Sir Paul. Ay, Sir, your whole Story from the 
Beginning to the End on it, I t ell you. 

Plat. Well, Sir, you have heard it all you ſay 
and pray Sir, did you ever hear a Piece of Roguery 
to match it ? Ought not this young Baggage now, 
think you, to be ſent to Bridewell, and heartily laſh - 
ed for her Pains, Here is the Gentleman 
himſelf now. Do not think to palm your 
Whore's Tricks upon him. 

Lucy courteſying. Indeed, and indeed, Sir, 
as I hope to be ſav d, Sir if I have told your 
Worſhip the leaſt Tittle of a Lye. 

Sir Paul. Enough, enough; — I know as 
much as is requiſite for my Purpoſe. — Well? fare 
you well, Plotwell; I'll e'en beat the Hoof home 
gain; I ſhall have no Buſineſs for the Scrivener to 

E day. 


Oh! Sir Paul you 
Do 
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A mightly lucky Accident this truly, 
* of." is Exit Sir Paul 

Plot. Lucy kiſs me. 

Lucy. Kiſs thee ? =——— Stand off pray, and 
know your Diſtance, Sir, If Ido not acquaint 
my Lady with all the ill Treatment I have met with 
from you, 1 will give you leave to abuſe me ten 
Times worſe, if poſſible, than you have already. 

Plot. Oh ! you little Fool you, you do not un- 
derſtand State Aﬀairs I ind, —Cannot your politick 
Noddle now, Lucy, fathom all this Fetch of mine, 

Lucy. Not I indeed. 

Plot. Why then you muſt know this old Gentle- 
man, Sir Paul, has been wheedled again into a good 
Opinion of the Match between my young Maſter 
and his Daughter; the Ceremony was to have been 
perform'd within this half Hour, and I had no 

other Means in the World than this to prevent it; 
and now I hope youare ſatisfied. 

Lucy. But then, Plotwell, you might have pre- 
pared me for ſuch an Encounter, and giv'n me my 
Cue before-hand. 

Plot. Pſhaw, Pſhaw, Lucy, thou art quite rong 
in thy Notion ; thou doſt not know thy own Per- 
fection; thou would'ſt not have perform'd thy Part 
half ſo well by Art as by Nature, However | 
think our Buſineſs is done, and ſo you may cen g 
Home and rock the Bantling, and tell your Miſtreß 
ſhe may ſleep henceforth in quiet, — But hold, 
Lucy, row I think on't I've more Buſineſs with 
thee.—Let me ſee, how long have you and I been 
Play-fellows together? We have been old Acquain- 
tance, Lucy; and thou know'ſt I have always pro- 


miſed I would provide for thee, Come along, 
Child, 
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Child, I'll inform the fully of my Deſign as we go. 
I, Exeunt, 
id SCENE changes to Charlotte's Chamber. 
nt 


th Cha. Is then the Criſis of my Fate ſo near? Ts 
en this the Day muſt date my Happineſs or Miſery ? 
So little Warning? Hard-hearted cruel Father! 
Oh that I could ſee my Beaufort / But for what, 
unhappy Charlotte, doſt thou wiſh ? Thou doſt for- 
get with what affected Airs and Scoffs thou ever haſt 
received his generous Paſſion, Thou doſt forget the 
many tedious Hours thou haſt made him ſigh in vain : 
rejoiced at all his Miſery, and laugh'd while he com- 
plain'd ; and like a harden'd Sinner, now tis too late, 
en thou doſt repent ; too late can't curſe thy filly Wo- 
no man's Arts, that drew thy Ruin on thee, (Jeeps. 


Enter Valentine, and Beaufort. 
e- Pal. In Tears my Sifter? I confeſs this was de- 
ny ſigned for Execution-day ; but ſee, I bring you a 
Reprieve Exit. 

Char. Oh! Valentine, Oh ! Beaufort, has Heav'n 
then heard my Pray'rs? Will you not deſpiſe 
me, Beaufort? Will you not in your Turn inſult 
my Miſery, and triumph o'er my Weakneſs ? 
Oh! I'm to be married, married to-day to one I 
never ſaw. Muſt I !— 

Beau. T he Gods forbid it. 

Char. Nor can my Tears, or all my Prayers, 
en "A upon my Father to defer it but for one ſhort 
in- Lay. 
ro- Beau. Tis ſhort Warning, 'tis true; but the 
ne. ſooner my Charlotte is marry'd, the ſooner my 
, Charlotte will be happy. 
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Char. But ſay I was to be marry'd to you, 
would you diſpatch ſo ſerious an Affair ſo incon- 
fiderately? Would you not ſtop and take a Day 
to think ? 

Beau. Try me my Angel, and if I loſe a Mo- 
ment in any Thought, bu: on my preſent Tran. b 
ſport, then ſhall I not be worthy the Joys I ſhould 
poſleſs, | | 

Char. By Heaven it ſhall be ſo: I do confeſs ! 
love thee, Beaufort ; but my Father. 

Beau. Oh | Charlotte, cloud not my dawning 
Tranſport with the Name of Father. —Say it once 
more my Charmer. Wilt thou at laſt repay my 
long and faithful Services, my Age of Love, with 
Love ? Wilt thou be mine ? and wilt thou be mine 


to day ? 
Char. Pardon my Modeſty ; I will. 
Beau. Oh Extaly | (Going to embrace her, 


Char. Stand off, I charge you, and know you * 
Diſtance, Sir. Alas! poor Captain, what credulous 55 
Creatures are you Men in Love? Ha, ha, he s 


Beau. Ha! what means all this ? y 

Char. I proteſt, Captain, I cannot chuſe but 
laugh to ſee how inſenſibly Vanity ſteals upon you 
What engaging Charms muſt you believe there is | 
that Soldier's Mein of yours, that can win a Li © 
dy's Affections ſo in a trice ? How often have c | 
told you what an Averſion I always had to a Red 4 


coat? and will you not yet be fatisfy'd ? 
Beau. Confuſion! Am TI awake? Or is it al! 
Dream ? | 
Char. Oh ! you were in a Dream moſt certain 
ly; you dream'd as you lay before the Town 
that you carry'd on your Approaches ſo vigorouſly 


tl. at the Beſieged had beat the Chamade, and 0 


fered 
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fered to ſurrender Priſoners at Diſcretion ; but a ſud- 
den Salley from the Town awaken'd you, nai'd up 
all your Canon, and beat you out of your Trenches. 

eau, Am I then to become your Scoff? How 
have I deſerved this Uſage ? 

Char, From the weak Foundation of your Pre- 
tenſions, —How happily ! how gaily may a Wife 
live with a disbanded Captain upon half Pay! 

Beau, Madam, you muſt excuſe my Freedom, 
if I tell you this is ungenerous, —I'm a Soldier of 
Fortune, I confeſs; yet I am a Gentleman : But 
were I leſs, the long and faithful Service I have paid 
you, the generous everlaſting Love I've ſworn, 
might at leaſt ſcreen me from Abuſe.—But no 
more ; farewell for ever; may your Happineſs 
ne'er be diſcompos'd, by a too late Reflection on 
the Wrongs of wretched Beaufort. Exit. 

Char. Oh Woman! fooliſh Woman ! what 
have I done? what am I doing ? Shall I not call 
him back ? —Oh ! Beaufort, Beaufort, come back 
and hear me, 


Re-enter Beaufort. 

Beau. Your Pardon, Madam ; did I not hear you 
call-me back ? 

Char, Oh! how ſhall I ſpeak ? What ſhall I 
lay? Surely Beaufort can forgive a Woman's Fol- 
ly, the wanton Sallies of a Woman's Tongue ; the 
little Vanities our weak Sex delight in; can you 
not, _ 


Beau. 1 can do any thing you would have me 


do, but bear Inſults upon my Miſery, My Love 
is of ſo long a Date, tis grown too ſerious for Re- 

dicule, | 
Char, Believe me, Beaufort, I am ſerious too, 
E 3 Bera, 
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Beau. Is it poffible for Woman to be ſo? 
Char. And for a Proof, accept this Ring; and 
as often as you ſee it, think on Charlotte. 
(Gives Rig. 
Beau. A Ring? but are you ſerious tho“? 
Char. Oh ! Beaufort, did you but know—How 
can you chuſe but know ? 
Beau. I ne'er was a good Interpreter of Riddles, 
J can gueſs nothing farther than that it is a Ring. 
Char. Are you then grown ſo cold fo ſudden]y ; 
You were not once ſo, Beaufort : Behold thele 
Bluſhes ; behold thefe Sighs; behold that Ring; 
—the ſilent Ring ſpeaks plain. 
Beau. The Ring ſpeaks ! What? —Oh ! here's 
2 Poly —177th this Ring (what's next?) my Fart! 
n Charlotte, how willing I am to be again de— 
eriv'd] Speak plain thyſelf, and tell me then, wilt 
thou be mine again? Wilt thou deceive again? A- 
gain inſult my fond deluded Paſſion? Oh no! thy 
luvely Eyes ſpeak everlaſting Truth; I have deceiv- 
e myſelf, and laid the blame unjuſtly upon thee : 
Seal then my Pardon in one kind Embrace, and 
tell me once again thou wilt be mine, and in that 
Tranſport let me die, | 
Char, I cannot ſpeak for bluſhing ; excuſe my 
Tongue the Task, and think it ſaid. 
Beau. Oh ! ſpeak my Deftiny, and kill or ſave 
me with a Word, 
Char. Be thine ? 


T cannot. 


Beau. Unhappy Beaufort Oh! farewel. 

Char. Stay, cruel one] and hear me out; Icannot 
— Oh! I cannot be another's. Oh ! Beaufort / I am 
yours; nor ſhall the Malice of the World divide us. 

Beau. Oh! killing Raptures! Oh angelic Sounds! 


By Heav'n my Tranſport's more than I can * 
ut 
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But hold, my Charlotte; Our Time thou 
know'ſt is ſhort, Within this Hour you muſt ex- 
pect your Father's Summons ; therefore een now 
reſolve to tie the ſacred Knot between us, and pre- 
yent all future Danger of a Separation. 

Char. How can it be? *Tis impoſſible it can 
be done ſo ſuddenly. 

Beau. *Tis very eaſy. Your Brother's Servant 
Plotwell has a Priſoner in your Father's Cellar, 
who is qualified by his Office to perform the Cere- 
mony. 

Char. Plotwell got a Priſoner? What do you 
mean? 

Beau, Tis a Contrivance of his, in concert 
with me, to prevent your Miſery, and make you 
happy. Thou ſhall know all at large hereafter, 

Char. What you propoſe, I cannot diſapprove. 

Beau. Come on then, and let blind Fortune 
frown ſo long as Charlotte ſmiles, Exeunt. 


The End of the fourth Act. 
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VV. 


SCENE Sir Paul's. 


Enter Sir Paul and Servant. 
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Sir Paul, OT in her Chamber, ſay you? 

nor any where to be found ? nor 
any Body knows when, or whither ſhe went ? 
Heigh-day ! what's the Meaning of all this? Here's 
"Frick upon Trick; I can no ſooner diſcover the- Ig 
Bottom of one Roguery, but Pve another upon © p 
me before 'm aware. I don't know which way to I 7, 
turn, or what to ſay, or how to think. I'll be * 
bang'd if Sir Toby ben't at the bottom of all this; I h. 
he has employ'd his Agents, no queſtion, to 
entice this ſilly Girl away to make all ſure; and here 
I warrant, I ſhall have em come by and by, juſt 
as at the latter end of a Comedy, Hand in Hand to- 
gether, down o'their Knees, ask Pardon and Plef- 

ſing, and think all will be well; but they ſhall find 
themſelves very much miſtaken, — Indeed, Sir by 
Toby, theſe Things ſhan't paſs upon me.—I proteſt, 
{ always thought my Neighbour 7% a ſly deſign- i. 
ing Fellow.,—Hold ! let me ſee.— Suppoſe that Fp 
I/rrthy ſhould have been buzzing hereubouts.— No; I 
that can't be ;— the Houſe has been clear of him a Þ 


cc 
lo 


long While; he was a cowardly Fellow; the .5gT * 
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of a Blunderbuſs cool'd his Courage in an Inſtant. 
—Hold! let me ſee.—Now I think on't, I met 
the Maſter of the Veſſel upon Change juſt now, 
who told me that my Son came with him ; and that 
he ſaw him as ſoon as he landed, accoſted by a cer- 
tain Perſon who carried him in to Sir Tiby fs. 
The Matter ſeemed ſo ſtrange, I ſcarce believed him; 
but now, upon comparing things together, the 
Matter's plain ; *tis all a Juggle and Contrivance 
of old Te/ty's,—It can't be no Body's elſe. —Egad, 
III go fetch my Lord Chief Juſtice's Warrant, and 
ſearch his Houſe immediately.—A Villain! —de- 
tain my Son |! 


Enter Servant introducing Sir Toby. 


Sir Toby. Brother Pliant! how fares it? You 
ſee, Pm come according to Promiſe: My Son has 
promiſed to meet me here ; he'll wait on you in an 
Inſtant, —And as for my Daughter, if your Son be 
arrived, I'll ſend for her in an Inſtant. —Well ! 
how fares the Bride? Ripe and ready Sir Paul, ha? 
Sir Paul. Here's a deceitful old Rogue now. 

( Aſide. 

Sir Toby. What dumb? ha, little Paul! Come, 
come, never fear, thou ſhalt be a Grandfather ere tis 
long, Boy. 

Sir Paul. I believe you are one already, Sir To- 
by ; nor do I think you ignorant of the Matter, 
any more than you are ignorant of my Son's Ar- 
rival, and that he's now at your own Houſe. 

Sir Toby. Heigh-day ? What is it , troubleſome 
again? What the Devil's the Matter now ? 


Pr'ythee Brother Pliant, leave theſe Whimſies, and be 


merry at thy Daughter's Wedding. — bud, if you 
E 5 won't 
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won't, I'm reſolv'd -I'll be wry by myſelf, ſo I 
will.—Your Son at my Houſe ? 

Sir Paul, Come, come, Sir 70h Tefty, don't 
think to laugh ferious Matters off ; theſe Things 
won't paſs upon me. What! if one Plot had fail'd, 
you had another in Agitation, You are reſoly'd 
to make ſure Work ? For fear you ſhould not ſuc- 
ceed, and work upon my eaſy Nature by fair Means, 

ou were determined to do it by al. — But, Sir, 
you ſhall find me a lan that —— when I am 
impoſed upon, and dare to reſent it. 

Sir Toby, Fair Means! foul Means ! impoſed 
upon and reſent it | What the Devil! art thou 

poſſeſſed? Thou talk'ſt in Parables, Man. 

Sir Paul. Ignorant of the whole Matter, I 
warrant you! But, Sir, you ſhan't find that I'm fo : I 
ſuppoſe by this Time your Plot has ſucceeded ; J 
ſuppoſe all's over; they are married; they're faſt 
ere this. 

Sir Toby. Pr'ythee what doſt mean ? 

Sir Paul. Mean? Whom ſhould T mean? — 
but my Olivia and your Son.—A Rape, a barba- 
rous, Rape, and of your own baſe Contrivance. 

Sir Tely. O ho! egad, I begin to ſmoke the 
Matter now. A hah little Y/al. is it ſo then? 
So hot upon the Matter? This is better and better 
{ti]].—I wonder'd, indeed, the young Dog wouldn't 
come along with me ; but pretending a little necel- 
fary Buſineſs, would needs meet me here; and now 
all's out, (Afide.) Well! Neighbour Pliant, yl 
aſſure you I know nothing of all this Matter; but 
egad Pm glad to here it for all that, with all my 
Heart. 

Sir Paul. Glad? who doubts it? that you've 
outwitted your old doating Neighbour and F cn 
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Sir Paul Pliant ! A very triumphant Action trus 
ly !— But your Game is not up yet, Sir Toby, I 
ſhall diſannul the Marriage. 

Sir To. How j | 

Sir Paul. I ſay, I ſhall diſannul the Marriage, 
Sir Tely, and get your Rogue of a Son hang'd in- 
to the Bargain, 

Sir To. Zounds, Sir Paul, what d'ye mean by 
this? This is carrying Matters too far: You ſhall 
find I can be angry as well as you. —My Son a 
Rogue? Hang'd ſaid you? 

Sir Paul, Yes, hang'd, Sir, if Bigamy deſerves 
it, as our Law ſays it does. 

Si, To. Ay; fay you fo, Sir Paul? Why this 
is mighty well. —W hat! have you done? May'nt 
we have a little more of this hanging Story ? 

Sir Paul. No Matter, you may ſpare your Jeſts; 
what I fay, I'll do and juſtify ; and what I faw 
and heard, I will believe. F 

Sir To, Why! what did you ſee and here, pray? 

Sir Paul, Why, I faw your Grandſon and his 
Nurſe together, and overheard all her Diſcourſe 
with Pltwell, how ſhe threatened his Maſter Va- 
lentine in the behalf of her Miſtreſs, —and was in- 
formed too of my Son Timothy's being decoy'd 
into your Houſe this very Morning, by one that 
faw the whole Tranſaction. — What! you think 
J know nothing of the Matter; nothing of your 
Contrivance ; but though it be too late to prevent, 
*tis Time enough to revenge, | 

Sir To. *Sdeath, I can bear it no longer. Zounds, 
Sir, *tis all a Lye, and a dam'd Contrivance of 


your own, in order to ſave your Daughter's Por- 


tion: but I'm not to be impoſed upon by ſuch an 
old Rogue as you are. Sbud, Sir, draw. 
(Sir Toby draws. Zir 
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Sir Paul. What | to be chous'd and murther'd 
too! that's hard indeed, —- Well, Sir, I ſhall defend 
myſelf however, as well as I can. (Sir Paul draws, 

Sir To, *Sbud, ſure he won't fight, will he? I 
was in hopes I ſhould have bully'd him. Egad I find 
I muſt ſet the beſt Leg foremoſt, and be valiant, 
whether I will or no. (Aſide. 

Sir Paul. Come, Sir, come on, I'm ready. 

Sir To. What the Devil makes Valentine ſtay ſo 
long? Sure he'll come preſently. Egad I've no 
Stomach to Fighting. 

Sir Paul. Come, Sir Toby, why d'ye delay? You 
ſee 'm prepar'd to receive you. 

(Sir Toby foams at Sir Paul at a great diſtance, 
while Sir Paul ftands on his Guard) 

Sir To. Have at the thee then. What the Devil 
will no-body come to part us? I ſhall be drill'd 
thro* the Guts here in Defence of this ungracious 
Son of mine, before any Body comes to my Reſcue, 


Enter Valentine, Silvia, Worthy, and Oliva. 


(Val. and Worthy part em) 
Val. W hat Friend has ſown theſe Seeds of Enmi- 
ty between my Fathers? 


Sir To, Who the Pox ſent for you? what Buſi- 


neſs is it of yours? Sbud let me come at him. 

Sir Paul. J fear you not. 

Val. Pray, Gentlemen, be pacified : Methinks 
this ſhould not be a Day of Strife ; but Mirth and 
Gaiety ; _—It is your Children's Wedding-day. 

Sir To. Art thou marry'd faith, Val? Egad I'm 
glad on't with all my Heart, were it but to vex the 
old Put: Sbud PII be merry this Day, if it be but 
in Spight of him. 

Val. Tis very true, Sir, I do aſſure you. 


Sit 
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Sir Paul. Ay, Ay, I knew *twould come to 
this before-hand ; but it ſhan't do. 

Sir To. Ah! dear Val. was this thy private Buſi- 
neſs ? to ſurprize your old Dad, you Rogue you ? 
Well, Heav'ns bleſs thee, Val. Tis his Father's 
own Boy, ' faith, 

Val. with Silvia, and Worthy with Olivia #neel.) 
ir To. Hah! what do I ſee? Are my Eyes open; 
Am I awake. 

Sir Paul. Hah! 

Mor. Firſt, Sir, I beg your Pardon, and your 
Blefling here. We are the great Offenders. 

Sir Paul. What! is this a Plot of yours then at 


laſt ? Out of my Sight ; out of my Doors both ; 


nor ever dare to ſee my Face again. | 
Oliv. Here me but ſpeak, dear Father, and then 
determine as you pleaſe. Morthy's Love to me has 
been long, and I believe as pure ; nor was Love 
his only Merit; his Virtues, Fortune, Birth, all 
pleaded in his Favour : But if no ReaſonT can urge 
in my own Behalf, has Weight enough to appeaſe 
the Storm | ſce is gathered on your Brow, what has 
my Siſter done, (pointing to Silvia.) your Arabella ? 
Tho' I am wretched, and have loſt your Favour, 


I'm happy ſtill in that I've found a Siſter for myſelf, 


for you another Daughter. 

Sir Paul. Hah ! Olivia, thou talk'ſt in Wonders, 
Riſe all; methinks my Genious whiſpers in ſur- 
prizing Tranſports to me Arabella Oh ! 'tis ſhe, 
and all the Father in me melts with Joy and Ten- 
derneſs. But ſay, how comes all this to paſs ? 
How com'it thou hear my Arabella? 

Sil. Oh Sir! the Story of my Life ſince ] loſt 
you, is long, and full of fad Variety; at Leiſure 
you ſhall know all at large ; but now my Griefs 


are 
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, 
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are at an End, and I am happy ; doubly happy 
now, both in a Father's and a Husband's Love. 
Now I may boldly own a Secret which has long 
been kept : For when my Sifter, to avoid the 
Match ſhe lik' d not, left your Houſe this Morning, 
and Worthy, by concert with Valentine, had brought 
her to my Lodgings, (where their Hands were 
joined,) after the Ceremony was paſt, we began 
to talk of various Things : She kindly told me all 
the Story of their Loves, and in Requital, I diſ- 
burther'd all my Heart, and would relate the me- 
lancholy Tale of all my Sufferings ; but when J 
told my Name and Family, the Scene was changed, 
our Tears were turned to Joy, and our tranſported 
Souls were loſt in Raptures : Valentine too no ſoon- 
© _ er heard the bleſt Diſcovery, but finding me to be 
your Daughter, he no longer could contain his D 
Joy; proclaimed aloud our Marriage, which Fear 
of hisFather till then had kept a Secret, and own'd 
me for his Wife. | 

Sir Paul. O Arabella ! *tis Joy unſpeakable to 
ſee thee once again. But why, good Heav'n, muſt yy 
this Blefling be attended with a Curſe? Tis Grief ff 5. 
of Heart, my Arabella, to ſee thee married to that EC 
Villain's Son. M 
Sir 75. Sir Paul, I am now cool and calm, and * 
have laid by my Paſſion; pray do you ſo too, and A 
hear me. | W 

Sir Paul. What can you fay, Sir Tely? Where 
is my Son ? have you not decoy'd my Son ? 
Sir To. By Heav'n not I; nor can I gueſs your ſl yy 

Meaning by it. Already you fee Pm clear'd of half 
your Charge againſt me by Proofs indubitable ; (point. ¶ pr. 
ing to Oliva, &c.) Nor do I doubt to clear my ſelf 


in your cooler Judgment of all other — "Th 


* 
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to my prejudice, You ſay I have decoy'd 
your Son, and that he is at my Houſe : Pray then, 
Sir Paul, go with me; ſearch all my Houſe ; ex- 
amine all my Servants upon Oath ; and then acquit 
me, or condemn me as you pleaſe, | 
Sir Paul. Agreed ; till when I will ſuſpend my 
Judgment, | 
Sir To, Come on then. Exeuut 


SCENE changes to Sir Toby's Cellar. 


Pedant, Timothy, Lucy, Plotwell. 

Lucy. Sir, *tis thro? a thouſand Hazards I have 
run to pay this Viſit to your Misfortunes. This 
honeſt Jaylor did inform me fully of your Worth 
and Character, and by his Privity and Aſſiſtance Iv'e 
ventur'd hither ; tho' if my Father Captain Scare- 
Devil ſhould know 


Plot. Oh Madam ! you need not doubt my Se- 


creſy. 

Tim. Never ſtir, Madam, if T am more rejoiced 
at your lovely Preſence, and the Tender of your 
AﬀeCtions, and Promiſe of Marriage, which you 
have been pleas'd to make me, than 1 am to think 
how beneficial this Marriage will be to the reſt of 
Mankind; our Eldeſt-born can never prove leſs 
than Prince of Wits, and King of the Jokers, 

Lucy. I muft confeſs I always defir'd to marry a 
Wit, and the Character I had of you, enamour'd 
me, Princes have woo'd me long, and woo'd in 
vain, — Illiterate Wretches, I deſpiſe em. Your 
Wit alone could captivate my Heart. 

Ped. Timothy be careful; you remember the 
Proverb, Mulieri ne credas, ne mortuæ quidem. 

Tim, Poh | Pox of Proverbs | Oh Madam, I 
was always facetious from my Cradle; my poor old 

Nurſe 
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are at an End, and I am happy ; doubly happy 
now, both in a Father's and a Husband's Love, 
Now I may boldly own a Secret which has long 
been kept : For when my Sifter, to avoid the 
Match ſhe lik'd not, left your Houſe this Morning, 
and Worth, by concert with Valentine, had brought 
her to my Lodgings, (where their Hands were 
joined,) after the Ceremony was paſt, we began 
to talk of various Things : She kindly told me all 
the Story of their Loves, and in Requital, I diſ- 
burther'd all my Heart, and would relate the me- 
lancholy Tale of all my Sufferings ; but when J 
told my Name and Family, the Scene was changed, 
our Tears were turned to Joy, and our tranſported 
Souls were loſt in Raptures : Valentine too no ſoon- 
er heard the bleſt Diſcovery, but finding me to be 
your Daughter, he no longer could contain his 
Joy; proclaimed aloud our Marriage, which Fear 
of hisFather till then had kept a Secret, and own'd 
me for his Wife. 

Sir Paul. O Arabella ! *tis Joy unſpeakable to 
ſee thee once again. But why, good Heav'n, muſt 
this Blefling be attended with a Curſe ? ”Tis Grief 
of Heart, my Arabella, to ſee thee married to that 
Villain's Son. 

Sir Ts. Sir Paul, I am now cool and calm, and 
have laid by my Paſſion; pray do you ſo too, and 
hear me. 

Sir Paul. What can you fay, Sir Toby * Where 
is my Son ? have you not decoy'd my Son ? 

Sir To. By Heav'n not I ; nor can I gueſs your 
Meaning by it. Already you fee I'm clear'd of half 
your Charge againſt me by Proots indubitable ; (pornt- 
ing to Oliva, &c.) Nor do I doubt to clear myſelf 
in your cooler Judgment of all other Imputations 
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to my prejudice, ——— You ſay I have decoy'd 
your Son, and that he is at my Houſe : Pray then, 
vir Paul, go with me; ſearch all my Houſe ; ex- 
mine all my Servants upon Oath ; and then acquit 
me, or condemn me as you pleaſe, 

Sir Paul. Agreed ; till when Iwill ſuſpend m 
Judgment. | 

Sir To, Come on then. Exeunt 


SCENE changes to Sir Toby“ Cellar, 


Pedant, Timothy, Lucy, Plotwell. 

Lucy. Sir, *tis thro* a thouſand Hazards I have 
run to pay this Viſit to your Misfortunes. This 
honeſt Jaylor did inform me fully of your Worth 
and Character, and by his Privity and Aſſiſtance Iv'e 
ventur'd hither ; tho' if my Father Captain Scare- 
Devil ſhould know 


Plot. Oh Madam you need not doubt my Se- 


creſy. 

Tim. Never ſtir, Madam, if I am more rejoiced 
at your lovely Preſence, and the Tender of your 
Affections, and Promiſe of Marriage, which you 
have been pleas'd to make me, than 1 am to think 
how beneficial this Marriage will be to the reſt of 
Mankind; our Eldeſt-born can never prove leſs 
than Prince of Wits, and King of the Jokers. 

Lucy. I muſt confeſs I always deſir'd to marry a 
Wit, and the Character I had of you, enamour'd 
me, Princes have woo'd me long, and woo'd in 
vain, — Illiterate Wretches, I deſpiſe em. Your 
Wit alone could captivate my Heart. 

Ped. Timothy be careful; you remember the 
Proverb, Mulieri ne credas, ne mortug quidem. 

Tim, Poh | Pox of Proverbs | Oh Madam, I 
was always facetious from my Cradle ; my poor old 

Nurſe 
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Nurſe us'd to cry, and ſay, ſhe was ſure I ſhould 
be ſhort-liv'd ; I was too witty for my Age. Then 
would I laugh up in her Face: Ah! you Jittle 
Rogue, do you laugh, ſays ſhe. I ſhall never for- 
get it the longeſt Day I live. 

I never would have run the Risk of my 
Father's Anger thus for your Sake, if I hadn't per- 
fectly underſtood your Perfections. 

im. Then I ſhall never forget how I us'd to ſit 
at home by the Fire Side o' Winter Nights, and 
play at Crambo. Oh! Crambo was Meat and 
Drink to me! and tell a many ſuch comical Stories, 
would make all my Father's Men and Maids laugh 
till they bepifs'd themſelves. You muſt know 
my Father's a rich Man, and I'm his only Son and 
Heir, when I'm in my own Country. 

Lucy. But time flides while we are talking. 
The next time I viſit you, P11 bring a Prieſt with 
me, who ſhall join our Hands. i 

Tim. OLord, Madam, that may be done this 
Inftant ; my Tutor here can do the Job as well 
as any Man at all; can't you Tutor, 

Ped. Why, upon Conſideration, Mr Timothy, 
I am of Opinion that Delays may be dangerous, 
and perhaps hazard the Loſs of this Preferment.—- 


Love's Crifis in the happy Minute lies, 
Hit but that Minute and you gain the Prize. 


As a late ingenious Author very elegantly expreſſes 
himſelf. 

Tim. Then pray, dear Madam, don't delay. 

Lucy. Well! Tm content; I hope Neceſſity 
will excuſe all Indecency. 

Tim. Come then, Tutor, pull out your Book, 
and about it. — See what it is now to be a Wit. 

Sir Toby at the Door within Sir 
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d Sir To. Sirrah ! who are you? What do you 

n keep Guard for? Open the Door I ſay. 

le Plot. Afide 1 Lucy) Hearky'e Lucy; we're all 

r= Yundone ; there's my old Maſter ; what ſhall we do? 
Lucy. Nay, as you brought me in, you muſt help 

y ne out. 

Sir 75. Open the Door I ſay. 

Plot. We muſt hide our Priſoners, that's certain, 
(Afide.) Hark, Gentlemen, there's my Maſter 
Captain Scare-Devil at the Door, he's in a great 
Rage at ſomething ; let me adviſe you to hide your- 
ſelves in theſe two empty Hogſheads; if he miſſes 
you, T'll tell him you were ſet at Liberty by this 
Lady, his Daughter's Orders. She muſt pacify 
her 4 and take another Time to conſummate 

your Nuptaals. 
Tim. With all my Heart, Faith. 
h Ped. The Contrivance pleaſes me.— Diogenes 
the Cynic lived in a Tub, 
is WY After a Scuffle, Sir Toby, Sir Paul, Cc. enter dri- 
[1 ving Snapſack in before them. 
Sir To, So, Plotwell! What's here a doing? 
„ What doſt do here with this Trull ? And why was 
that Raſcal ſet to keep the Door ? 
- Val. Lucy, how came you hither ? 
Sir Toby. What! is your Rogueſhip dumbfounded? 
Plot. Sir, I only came down into the Cellar to 
drink my young Maſter and Miſtreſs's Healths, 


5 Sir To, Sirrah! that ſhall not ſerve your Turn: 


I know your Rogue's Tricks well enough. Sir 
Paul here aſſures me that his Son lies hid ſomewhere 
In my Houſe : Do you know any thing of the 
Matter ? 
Plot. Indeed not I Sir, how ſhould I know? 
Sir Paul, Pray, Sir Toby, let theſe Fellows be 
examined 
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examined ſtrictly; there's ſome Miſchief at Bot- 
tom, my Life on't. | 

Sir To, Sirrah, confeſs the Truth, or I'll find a 
Way to force it from you. | 

Phe. What would you have? Out of nothing 
I can confeſs nothing. 

Sir To, Fetch me a Couple of Horſewhips, T'll 
ſoften you, I warrant you, (Servant goes out and re- 
turns with two Whips.) So, ſtrip theſe two Raſcals, 

trip Plot. and Snap, 

Snap. Plottuell, What ſhall we do? I'll confeſs all. 

Plot. Confeſs and be hanged if you will, Icare not. 

Sir To. Now give each of them a Whip, and let 
them ſcourge the Truth out of one another; and if 
they favour one another, Il ſend them both this 
Inſtant to Bridewell. 

Plot. Come, Snapſach, behave thyſelf like 2 
Man; we can't confeſs more than we know. 

Sir To. Come, come, begin, or to Bridewell ye go. 

Plot. There's no Remedy, Snapſack ; come 
there's no Malice. (K:/ſes him.) Now begin; thou 
- halt give the firſt Blow. | 

Snap. No, you muſt begin; you're the greateſt 
Knave, I am but an Underſtrapper. 

Plot. Then I'll give thee the firſt Blow. (Pips 
bim.) That's for keeping Centry no better. 

(They whip one another. 

Sir To. Hold a little, <Well Gentlemen; how 
dy'e like it? Will you confeſs yet ?—What! dumb 
ſtill? Nay, then you ſhall play out the Rubbers : 
Come, come, to it again. 

Snap. O hold Sir; I will confeſs. 

Plot. Hold your Tongue, you Chicken-hearted 
Puppy. (Strikes him. 

Sir To, Goon ; What! will you confeſs ? — 


de 
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t- Plat. Well! ſince I ſee it muſt out, if your 
good Worſhips will give me your pardon, I'll con- 
2 fels all I know. 
Sir To. Be quick then, and ſpeak the Truth. 
Ng Plot. Firſt, Sir, I do confeſs that in order to 
prevent the Match which you deſigned for my Ma- 
ſter to-day, I furniſh'd Mr Worthy with the Means 
of viſiting Mrs Olivia, and contriving their Eſ- 
cape together to be married ; and to make all ſure, 
put Sir Paul out of Conceit with my Maſter Falen- 
tine, by meeting him with the Nurſe and Bantling 
this Morning. | 
Sir Paul, Villain ! was that a Contrivance of 
it yours then? But what of my Son? 
is Plat. Why Sir, I do confeſs that to prevent my 
young Miſtreſs Charlotte's Marriage with your Son, 
2 1 watched his Landing, decoy'd him hither, made 
him drunk, and have kept him Priſoner here eyer- 
5.  fince, that Mrs Charlotte might have Time and Op- 
e F portunity to be married to Captain Beaufort; which 
u & wag done een now in the Cellar, by Mr Pedant, Si 
Pauls Son's Tutor. | 
Sir To, My Daughter married, ſay'ſt thou, 
Villian? Oh! the Strumpet ! Run Sirrah, fetch 
ber hither. 


(To a Servant. 
Sir Paul, But where is my Son ? Produce him, 
let me ſee him. 

Plot. He and his Tutor are in thoſe twoHogſheads, 

Sir Paul goes to the Hagſbeads? 

Sir Paul. Tim, Where art thou? 

Tim. Oh ſpare me, moſt noble Captian Scare- 
avi! / Indeed, I have not married your Daughter, 
vor ever will, Oh —— Oh !—— 

Sir 
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Sir Paul. What's that he ſays ? Releaſe him from 
His Priſon, (Servant tumbles Tim and Pedant out of 


the Hog ſheads, 

Tim, Oh! Oh! Oh! 

Ped. Menſtrum horrendum, informe, ingens cui 
Lumen ademptum. 

Sir Paul. Timothy Pedant! Why don't you 
riſe? Do you not know me ? I am your Father, 
Timothy. . 

Tim. peeps up. Oh Tutor, Tutor, here's my 
Father, Sir Paul Pliant, come to redeem us al- 
ready, | 

Ped. Oh Sir Paul, I am very glad to ſee you; 
you come in good Time to redeem us from Capti- 
vity, and the mercileſs Hands of Pirates. 

Sir Paul. Pirates, quotha! What Villanies here 
have been tranſacting. 

Sir Toby walks up and down in a great Paſſion, 

Val. follows him endeaucuring to pacify him. 

Val. Sir, if you pleaſe. 

Sir To. I tell you J am not pleaſed, nor ever will 


be pleaſed, till I've turn'd her out of Doors, and 


ſent her Captain to the Devil. 


Fnter a Servant with Beaufort and Charlotte. 
Char. Oh ! Sir, upon my Knees, I beg your 


Pardon; hear me, and forgive me. 


Sir To. Forgive thee, Sorcereſs? Haſt thou not 
brought a Scandal on thy Name and Family ?—--- 
Sieze that Villain. (points at Beaufort.) Tl! 


have him hang'd or drown'd; or ſome way or ano- 
ther, I'll make an Example of him in the firſt 
Place. 

Beau. draws. Hands off, ye Scoundrels j ——- 
And know, Sir Toby, tho? I beg your Bleſſing, yet 
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I ſcorn your Threats or Frowns : Or uſe 
me like a Gentleman, or not at all. Your 
Daughter is my Wife, — Who dares diſpute my 
Title ? | 

Ped. Your Title, Sir, myſelf can well atteſt ; 
T join'd your Hands this Morning, tho? then igno. 
rant of your Names and Qualities, 


En tibi ego ignarus Thalamos Tædaſque parabam, 


As the Poet ſpeaks. 
Sir To, A Pox confound your Pedantick Noddle 
for your Pains. | 
Sir Paul. Come, Sir Toby, the Captain looks 
like a Gentleman, Pray be pacify'd ; we'llall 
join our good Offices towards making up this Breach, 
Beau. Gentlemen, I thank you; I do confeſs 
my Sword is all my Wealth ; and faithful, ho- 
nourable Love my only Merit : Fortune was cruel, 
and frown'd upon my younger Years, and drove 
me helpleſs and forlorn to wreſtle with the buſtling 
World, My Father was a Chevalier of France, 
his Name Baureau. 
(All are ſurpriz'd but Sir Toby, who walks 
full about in a Paſſion. 
Sir Paul. Ha! thou ſpeak ſt of Wonders. Goon. 
Beau. I ſpeak Truth, Sir; theſe Gentlemen 
have known me long, tho' ignorant of my true 
Name and Family. Misfortunes drove my Father 
from his Home, with an Intention to ſettle here in 
England. Seven Winters then had never ſnow'd 
upon my Head, but yet one Siſter with myſelf at- 
tended him: In our Paſſage we were caſt away. 
Myſelf, by the Aſſiſtance of a Servant (who is 
ſince dead) eſcap'd upon ſome broken Timber to the 
Coaſt of Holland: We went to the Engliſh Army 
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318 The Pzxjur'd Davortes: Ox, 
then in Flanders, where I was bred, and ever ſince 
T have been able, have worn a Sword in the Engl: 
Service: But my poor Father, and my helpleſs 
Siſter, both were loſt. (Sir Paul runs and embraces him, 

Sir Paul. My Son] my Son! O teach me Heav'n 
to receive theſe Bounties as I ought ! *Tis Joy incf- 
fable, too rapturous, and too mighty for my Age 
to bear: See here the old Boureau, once wretched, 
now thy happy Father: See both thy Siſters too; 
this left behind in France, this ſav'd from the 
the Fury of the Waves with me. -Olivia, Arabella, 
embrace your Brother. O let us all embrace, 

Beau. My Father, and my Siſters ! Unlook'd for 
Bleffing! Joy has ſurpriſed my Tongue, and ftruck 
me Dumb. What ſhall I fay ? or how ſhall] 
expreſs the crowding Tranſports of my ſtruggling 
Soul ? Oh my Father! Oh my Siſters ! 

Embracing them, 

Tim. What! an't I my Father's only Son and 
Heir then? x 

Sir Paul. Unhapyy Timothy! I've now no fur- 
ther Uſe for thee ; thou art no Son of mine ; but 
when (as I thought) juſt Heav'n had puniſh'd me 
with the Loſs of him who was my real Son, I took 
thee in thy Childhood from thy Father, who was 
my Servant, and bred thee as my own : Now thou 
art what thou wert again ; but be of good Cheer, 
Lwill provide for thee as thou ſhalt merit. 

Lucy. Egad, I find I had like to have been bub- 
bled; I'm glad they came as they did, I had been 
marry'd to the Fool elſe. 

Sir Paul. Now, Sir Toby, I particularly become 
your Suitor, that all may be forgiv'n. I hope you're 


now ſatisfied as well as 1, that there is no further 
Cauſe 
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uſe of Anger left: I hope you will forgive your 


Children, and the Frailty of my Age. 

Sir To, Forgive thee, Man, ay, with all my 
Heart, Blood and Guts. Dear Val. let me kifs 
thee, He was always the beſt-natur'd Boy in 
the World. Right Father, Faith, You 
too my Charlotte my Children all, I give 
you Joy. Joy to all the Company, 

Sir Paul. My Bleſſings too attend you all, my 
Children. Well, Sir Toby, this has been a 
long perplex'd Buſineſs, and has at laſt taken a quite 
different and much happier Turn than all our wiſe 
Fore- ſight and Deſign could promiſe; tho? the ſur- 
prizing Turns of Fortune are nothing new to mie, 
—— The Story of my Life is full of ſuch Exam- 
ples. Within at Dinner you ſhall hear it all, 
by what Accidents I was forc'd to leave my native 
Country, and to change my Name, It may be 
no ill Addition to our Entertainment, 


Hm weak alas! is all the Pow'r of Man, 
His Strength all impotent, his Counſel vain ; 
Heav'n in a Moment all our Schemes deſtroys, 
And weighs our Merit in an equal Poize ; 
Exerts oer all an arbitrary Sway, 


And will affiit or bleſs us in its own juſt Way, 
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Ov R Author owns (he hopes, without Offence) 
He treats not wholly at his own Expence: 
Yet gives you no whipp'd Sillabubs of Fance, 
Sery'd up with Sing-ſong, Ribaldry, and Dance. 
Terentian Humour, join'd with Cowley's Wit, 
Tho? coarſely cook'd, would be ſubſtantial Meat: 
But we dare promiſe, in the preſent Play, 
A Roman Supper, —dreſs'd the Reman Way. 
Forgive the Metaphors thus oddly choſe ! 
*T was done in pure Good-nature to the Beaux, 
Thus teach we Horace to this Race of Cooks, 
More skilled in Soups than converſant in Books. 
Terence, we tell them, had the Rules by Heart; 
Diſpos'd his Diſhes with the utmoſt Art; 
But kept the healthful Appetite in view, 
And ſeaſon'd not his Sauce au grand Haut- Gcut 
Simple, tho? elegant, was each Deſign: 
On ſuch the Scipio's of that Age could dine. 
Nor need we doubt, but ſuch an honeſt Feaſt 
Will pleaſe the Scipio's of this Age, at leaſt ; 
The Few who judge by Reaſon, not by Rote, 
And plead not Cuſtom for a taſtleſs Vote. 
If they can reliſh what our Scenes preſent, 
Sit thro' the Meal, then move away content, Tl} 
The reſt may rail: Our Hoſt ſhall count his Gueſts, We 
Not by their Number, — but more ſolid Teſts. Fris 


EPI- 
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To be ſpoken by S1L VIA. 


T O you, grave Judges of the Pit, I'm come, 
To know our baſhful Poet's final Doom ; 

it: Nrondet he ſtands, in a moſt piteous Caſe, 

rembling to hear what Sentence you ſhall paſs. 


rr 


Thoſe moving Eyes (ſaid he) muſt needs ſucceed: 
The Beaux you'll doubtleſs to our Party gain, 
Thoſe gen' rous Spar ks can't bear a Maid complain, 
ear her for Mercy ſue, and let her ſue in vain. 
Thoſe damning Blades, the Criticks, moſt I dread, | 
Who ſeldom mind what's by a Woman faid, 
Except — tis in a Corner, or a Bed, y 
here, there, indeed, you cannot be withſtood ; 


Criticks themſelves are made of Fleſh and Blood. 


He humbly begg'd, that I his Cauſe wou'd plead ; | | 


but firſt, like a true Lawyer, took my Fee, 

Then promis'd him my Wl for his Play, 

And ſince I'm Council for the Poet choſe, 

[ll plead his Cauſe, tho? I were ſure to loſe. 

Well then——Conſfider, Sirs, our Bard is young, 
Tis the firſt Time his modeſt Muſe &er ſung ; | 
F | Ter | 


[ heare, with Patience, what he had to ſay ; | 4 
3 

| 
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, * * ; ſa 2 | 
Her aukward Notes let your Indulgence ſpare, 

- Shell ſing.more artfully another Year : | 


EPILOGUE. 


* * 
r * 


*T wasn't a Day did Rome's bright Fabrick rear 

A tender Plant ſoon withers and decays, oo. 

Unleſs *tis warm'd with the Sun's genial“? 

So droops the Infant Muſe, her Spirit“ one, 

Without the enliv'ning Plaudit of the Town. 

But, after all, ſhoudn't his Cauſe prove good, 

And you're refolv'd to nip him in the Bud; 

Yet for my fake this Favour grant him {till ; 

Let him live one Third Night, then damn hin 
if you- will, - 
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